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To the moſt Honourable 
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Lord Marquis of NOR MAN B V, Earl 
of MU L GRAVE, Sc. and Knight 
of the Moſt Noble Order of the 


Garter. 
A the greateſt Work which the Soul of a Man 
is capable to perform. The Deſign of it is 

to form the Mind to Heroick Virtue by Example; 
it is conveyed in Verſe, that it may delight, while 
it inftruts: The Action of it is always one, entire, 
and great. The leaſt and moſt trivial Epiſodes, 
or under-Actions, which are interwoven in it, are 
parts either neceſſary, or convenient, to carry on 
the main Deſign. Either fo neceſſary, that with- 
out them the Poem muſt be Imperfect, or fo con- 
venient, that no others can be imagined more 
ſuitable to the place in which they are. There 
is nothing to be left void in a firm Building; 
A 2 even 


N Heroick Poem, truly ſuch, is undoubtedly 
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even the Cavities ought not to be filled with 
Rubbiſh, which is of a periſhable kind, deſtruc- 
tive to the ſtrength : But with Brick or Stone, 
though of leſs Pieces, yet of the ſame Nature, 
and fitted to the Crannies. Even the leaſt Por- 
tions of them muſt be of the Epick kind; all 
things muſt be Grave, Majeſtical, and Sublime: 
Nothing of a Foreign Nature, like the trifling 
Novell, which Ariffctle and others have inferted 
in their Poems. By which the Reader is miſ-led 
into another fort of Pleaſure, oppoſite to that which 
is deſigned in an Epick Poem. One raiſes the 
Soul and hardens it to Virtue, the other ſoftens it 
again and unbends it into Vice. One conduces 
to the Poet's aim, the comnleating of his Work; 
which he is driving on, labouring nib haſtening in 
every Line : The "oaks fackens his Pace, diverts 
him from his Way, and locks him up like a 
Knight Errant in an Enchanted Caſtle, when he 
ſhould be purſuing his f 4d venture. Status, as 
B:ſſu has well obſerved, was ambitious of trying his 
Strenzth with his Matter Virgil, as Vireu had be- 
fore tryed bis with Hamer. The Grecian gave the 
two Rimans an Example, in the Games which 
were Celebrated at the Funerals of Patroclus. 
Jil imitated the Invention of Haner, but 
changed the Sports. But both the Greet and Latin 
Foct tock their Occaſions from the Subject; 
tiough to confeſs the Truth, they were both Or- 
namental, or at beſt, convenient parts of it, rather 
than of neceſſity ariſing from it. Status, who 
through bis whole n is noted for want of 
Conduct and Judgment; inſtcad of ſtaying, as he 

might 
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might have done, for the Death of Capaneus, Hip- 
pomedan, Tyleus, or ſome other of his Seven 
Champions, (who are Heroes all alike) or more 
N for the Tragical end of the two Brothers, 
whoſe Exequies the next Succeſſor had leiſure to 
perform, when the Siege was raiſed, and in the 
Interval betwixt the Poet's - firſt Action, and 
his ſecond; went out of his way, as it were on 
propenſe Malice to commit a Fault. For he took 
his Opportunity to kill a Royal Infant, by the 
means of a Serpent, (that Author of all Evil) to 
make way for thoſe Funeral Honours, which he 
intended for him. Now if this Innocent had been 
of any Relation to his Thebais; if he had either 
furthered or hindered the taking of the Town, 
the Poet might have found e ſorry Excuſe at 
leaſt for the detaining the Reader from the pro- 
miſed Siege. On theſe terms, this Capancys of a 
Poet engaged his two immortal Fredeceſiors, aud 
his Succeſs was anſwerable to his Enterprize. 

If this Oeconomy muſt be obterved in the mi- 
nuteſt parts of an Epick Poem, which, to a com- 
mon Reader, feem to be detached from the Body, 
and aimoſt independant of it; what Soul, hk 
ſent into the World with great Adyantages of Na- 
ture, cultivated with the liberal Arts and Sciences, 
converſant with Hiſtorics of the Dead, and en: ich- 
ed with Obſervations on the ! e can be {uT- 
cient to inform the whole 3 Jv Oi 10 ) Areata Work? 
touch here but trauſientiy, wit 3 any ſtrict 
Method, on fume few of thoſe many Rules of imi 
tating Nature, which 41i/7:tle drew from Hen zer 5 
Lads, and Odyſſes, and which he fitted to the 
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Drama; furniſhing himſelf alſo with Obſervations 
fzom the Practice of the Theatre, when it flouriſhed 
muter Aſcbylus, Eurypides, and S:phocles. For the 
Original of the Stage was from the Epick Poem. 
Narration, doubtlefs, preceded Acting, and gave 
Laws to it: What at firſt was told artfully, was, 
in proceſs of time, repreſented gracefully to the 
heht and hearing. Thoſe Epiſodes of Fimery 
which were proper for the Stage, the Poets ampli- 
fed each into an Action: Out of bis Limbs they 
formed their Bodies: What he had contracted 
they enlarged : Out of one Hercules were made 
infinity of Pygmies ; yet all enducd with human 
Souls: for from him, their great Creator, they 
have each of them the Divine particmam Aur. 
They flowed from him at firſt, and are at laſt re- 
ſolved into him, Nor were they only animated by 
him, but their Meaſure and Symmetry was owing 
to him. His one, entire, and great Action was 
copied by them according to the Proportions of 
the Drama : If he finiſhed his Orb within the 
Year, it ſufficed to teach them, that their Action 
being leſs, and being alſo leſs diverſified with In- 
cidents, their Orb, of conſequence, mult be cir- 
cumſcribed in a leſs compaſs, which they reduced, 
within the limits either of a Natural or an Arti- 
ficial Day. So that as he taught them to ampliſy 
what he had ſhortened, by the ſame Rule appiyed 
the contrary way, he taught them to ſhorten 
what he had amplified. Tragedy is the miniature 
of Human Life ; an Epick Poem is the draught 
at length. Here, my Lord, I muſt contract alfo, 
fer, before I was aware, [| was almot running into 
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a long Digreſſion, to prove that there is no ſuch 
abſolute Neceflity that the time of a Stage - Action 
ſhould ſo ſtrickly be confined to Twenty-four 
Hours, as never to exceed them, for which Ar:/totle 
contends, and the Grecian Stage has practiſed. 
Some longer ſpace, on ſome Occaſions, I think 
may be allowed, eſpecially for the Engliſʒ Theatre, 
which requires more Variety of Incidents, than the 
French, Corneille himſelf, after long Practice, was 
inclined to think, that the Time allotted by the 
Ancients was too ſhort to raiſe and finiſh a great 
Action: And better a Mechanick Rule were 
ſtretched or broken, than a great Beauty were 
omitted, To raiſe, and afterwards to calm the 
Paffions, to purge the Soul from Pride, by the Ex- 
amples of Human Miſeries, which befal the 
greateſt ; in few Words, to expel Arrogance, and 
introduce Compaſſion, are the great effects of 
Tragedy. Great, I muſt confeſs, if they were 
altogether as true as they are pompous. But are 
Habits to be introduced at three Hours warning ? 
Are radical Diſeaſes ſo ſuddenly removed? A 
Mountebank may promiſe ſich a Cure, but a 
ſkilful Phyfician will not undertake it. An Epick 
Poem is not ſo much in haſte; it woiks leiſurely ; 
tie Changes which it makes are flow ; but the 
Cure is likely to be more perfect. The effects of 
Tragedy, as I ſaid, are too violent to be laſting, 

Tf it be anſwercd, that for this Reaſon Tragedies 
are often to be ſeen, and the Doſe to be repeated; 
this is tacitly to confeſs, that there is more Vir- 
tue in one He 


Flercick Pocm, than in many Trage- 
dies. A Man is humbled one Day, and his Pride 
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teturns the next. Chymical Medicines are ob- 
ſerved to relieve oftener than to cure: For it is 
the Nature of Spirits to make ſwift Impreſſions, 
but not deep. Galenical Decoctions, to which 1 
may properly compare an Epick Poem, have more 
of Body in them ; they work by their Subſtance 
and their Weight. It is one Reaſon of Ar:/fetie's to 
prove, that Tragedy is the more Noble, becaufe 
it turns in a ſhorter Compaſs ; the whole Action 
being circumſcribed within the ſpace of Four-and- 
Twenty Hours. He might prove as well that a 
Muſhroom is to be preferred before a Peach, be- 
cauſe it ſhoots up in the compaſs of a Night. A 
Chariot may be driven round the Pillar in leſs 
ſpace than a large Machine, becauſe the Bulk is 
not ſo great: Is the Mien a more Noble Planet 
than Saturn, becauſe ſhe makes her Revolution 
in Teſs than Thirty Days, and he in little leſs 
than Thirty Years ? Both their Orbs are in Pro- 
portion to their ſeveral Magnitudes; and, con- 
ſequently, the quickneſs or ſlowneſs of their Mo- 
tion, and the time of their Circumvolutions, is no 
Argument of the greater or leſs Perſect ion. And 
befides, what Virtue is there in a Tragedy, which 
is not contained in an Epick Poem? Where Pride 
is humbled, Virtue rewarded, and Vice puniſhed ; 
and thoſe more amply treated, than rhe narrow- 
neſs of the Drama can admit? T he ſhining Qua- 
lity of an Epick Hero, his Magnanimity, his Con- 
Kancy, his Patience, his Piety, or whatever Cha- 
racteriſtical Virtue his Poet gives him, raiſes firſt 
our Admiration : We are naturally prone to imi— 
tate what we admire : And frequent Acts pro- 
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Derne 9 
duce a Habit. If the Hero's chief Quality be 
vicious, as ſor Example, the Choler and obſtinate 
Defire of Vengeance in Achilles, yet the Moral is 
Inſtructive: And beſides, we are informed in the 
very Propoſition of the Jliaas, that this Anger was 
pernicious ; I hat it brought a thouſand IIls on 
the Greciun Camp. The Courage of Achilles is 
propoſed to Imitation, not his Pride and Diſobedi- 
ence to his General, nor his brutal Cruelty to his 
dead Enemy, nor the ſelling his Body to his Father. 
We abhor theſe Actions while we read them, and 
what we abhor we never imitate : the Poet only 
ſhewsthem like Rocksor Quick-Sands, to be ſhuned. 

By this Example the Criticks have concluded 
that it is not neceſlary the Manners of the Hero 
ſhould be virtuous. They are Poetically good if 
they are of a Piece. Though where a Chara acter 
of perfect Virtue is ſet before us, it is more lovely: 
For there the whole Hero is to be imitated. This 
is the #ncas of our Author: This is that Idea of 
Perfection in an Epick Poem, which Painters and 
Statuaries have only in their Minds; and which 
no Hands are able to expreis. Theſe are the 
Beauties of a God in a Human Body. When 
the Picture of fchillrs is drawn in Ir: ged. 7, he is 
taken with thoſe Warts, and Rloles, _ 1 Fea- 
tures, by thule who  Fepreient him on the Stage, 
r he is no more frbilles :. For his Creator 2 
jas fo deſcribed. him. "Wi even thus he appears 
a pericct Hero, tho ugh an imperfect Character of 
Virtue. Ai: ace paints him aſter #2 er, and 
delivers him to be copied on the Stage with all 
thoſe Impeledtions. Therefore they are either not 
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faults in a Heroick Poem, or faults common to 
the Drama. After all, on the whole Merits of the 
Cauſe, it muſt be acknowledged that the Epick 
Poem is more for the Manners, and Fragedy for 
the Paſſions. The Paſſions, as I have ſaid, are 
violent: And acute Diſtempers require Medicines 
of a ſtrong and ſpeedy Operation. Ill Habits of 
the Mind are like Chronical Diſeaſes, to be cor- 
rected by Degrees, and cured by Alteratives : 
Wherein though Purges are ſometimes neceſſary, 
yet Diet, good Air, and moderate Exerciſe, have 
the greateſt part. The Matter being thus ſtated, 
it will appear that both forts of Poetry are of uſe 
for their proper Ends. The Stage is more active, 
the Epick Poem works at greater Leiſure, yet is 
ated too, when need requires. For Dialogue is 
imitated by the Drame, from the more active 
parts of it. One puts off a Fit like the Pringuina, 
and reiteves us only for a time; the other roots 
gut the Diſtemper, and gives à healthful Habit. 
The Sun enlightens and chears us, diſpels Fogs, 
and warms the Ground with his daily Beams ; but 
the Corn is fowed, increaſes, is ripened, and: is 
reaped fof uſe in Proceſs of time, and in its pro- 
per Seaſon. I proceed from the Greatneſs of the 
Action, to the Dignity of the Actors, I mean to 
the Perſons mployed in bath Poems. Tate like- 
wiſe Tragedy will be ſeen to borrow from the 
Epopee ; and that which borrows is always of tefs 
Dignity, becauſe it has not of its own. A Sub- 
ject, it is true, may lend to his Sovereign, but the 
act of borrowing makes the King inferior, becauſz 


ke Wants, and the Subject ſupplies. And ſuppoſe 
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the Perſons of the Drama wholly Fabulous, or of 
the Poet's Invention, yet Heroick Poetry gave him 
the Examples of that Invention, becauſe it wag 
fiſt, and mer the common Father of the Stage. 
I know not of any ove Advantage, which Tra- 
gedy can boaſt above Heroick Poetry, but that it 
1s repreſented to the view, as well as read: 
And inſtructs in the Cloſet, as well as on the 
Theatre. This is an uncontended Excellence, and 
a chief Branch of its Prerogative; yet I may be 
allowed to ſay without Partiallity, that herein the 
Actors ſhare the Poet's Praiſe. Your Lordſhip 
knows ſome Modern Tragedies which are beau- 
tiful on the Stage, and yet I am confident you 
would not read them. Triphon the Stationer 
complains they are ſeldom aſked for in his Shop. 
The Poet who flouriſhed in the Scene, is damned 
in the Ruelle ; nay more, he is not eſteemed a 
good Poet by thoſe who ſee and hear his Extra- 
Vagancies with delight. They are a ſort of ſtately 
Fuſtian, and lofty Childiſhneſs. Nothing but Na- 
ture can give a ſincere Pleaſure ; where that is not 
imitated, it is Grote/que Painting, the fine Woman 
ends in a Fiſh's Tail. 

I might alſo add, that many things, which not 
only pleaſe, but are real Beauties in the reading, 
would appear abſurd upon the Stage : And thoſe 
not only the Specizſa Miraculu, as Horace calls 
them, of I ransformations, of Scylla, Antiphanes, 
and the Leſtrigans, which cannot be repreſented 
even in Operas, but the Proweſs of Achilles, or 
Aneas, would appear ridiculous in our Dwarf- 
Heroes of the Theatre, We can believe they 

routed 
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routed Armies in Hen or in Firgil; but ne 

Hercules contra duet in the Drama. I forbear to 

inſtance in many things, which the Stage eannot, 
— 1 


or ought not to repreicat. or I have faid al- 
ready more than J intended on this Subject, and 
ihould fear it might be turned againſt me; that I 
piead for the Preeminence of Epick Pegy. be- 
Cauſe I have taken fome pains in tranitating 
Virgil; if this were the firſt time that I had de- 
livered my Opinion in this Diſpute, But I have 
more than once already maintained the Rights of 
my two Maſters againſt their Rivals of the Scene, 
even while I wrote TI cagedies myſelf, and had no 
T houghts of this preſent Undertaking. I ſubmit 
my Opinion to your Judgment, who are better 
qualified than any Man I know to decide this 
Controverly, You come, my Lord, inſtructed in 
the Cauſe, and needed not that I ſhould open it. 
Your Eſſay of Poetry, which was publiſhed with- 
cut a Name, and of which I was not honoured 
with the Confidence, I read over and over with 
much Delight, and as much Inftruction : And, 
without flattering you, or making myſelf more 
Moral than | am, not without ſome Envy. I was 
:Joth to be informed how an Epick Poem ſhould 
be written, or how a Tragedy ſhouid be con- 
rived and managed, in better Verſe, and with more 
Judgment, than I could teach others. A Nativ 
of Parnaſſus, and bred up in the Studies of its 
Fundamental Laws, may receive new Lights from 
his Contemporaries ; but it is a grudging kind of 
Praiſe which he geves his BenefaCtors. He is more 
obliged than he is willing to acknowledge: There 
3 N 15 
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is a Tinctute of Malice in his Commendations. 
For where I own I am taught, I cone my want 
of Knowledge. A Judge upon the Bench mar, 
out of Good- nature, or at leaſt Intereſt, encou— 


rage the Pleadings of a puny Counſcllor; but he 


does not willingly commend his Brother Serjeant 
at the Bar; eſpecially when he contro!!; bis Ln 
and expoſes that Ten: >2rance which is made facry 
by his Place. I gave the unknown Author 1 
due Commendation, I muſt confeſs : But with can 
anſwer for me, and for the reſt of the P ves, who 
heard me read the Poem, whether we ſhoulden 
have been better pleated, to have ſeen our 
Names at the bottom of the Title-paze? Per- 
haps we commended it the more, that wh might 
ſ-em to be above the Cepſure. Ve are natural y 
diſpleaſed with an unknown Critick, as the La- 
dies are with a Lampooner; becauſe we are bitten 
in the dark, and know not where to faſten our 
Revenge. But great Excellencies will work their 
vay through all ſorts of Oppoſition. I applauded 
rather out of Decency than Affection; and was 
ambitious; as ſome yet can witneſs, to be ac. 
euninted with a Man, with whom I had the Ho. 
nour to converſe, and that a!moſt daily, for ſo 
many Years together. Heaven knows, if Td have 
heartily forciven you this Deceipt. You extorted 
a Praiſe, which I fhoul!d willingly have given, 
had I k:own you. Nothing had been more ea 
than to commend a Patron of a long ſtanding, The 
World would join with me, if the Encamit ms were 
juſt ; and if unjuſt, would excuſe a grateful Flatterer, 


But to come Anonymous upon me, and force me to 
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commend you againſt my Intereſt, was not alto- 
gether ſo fair, give me leave to ſay, as it was po- 
litick. For by concealing your Quality, you might 
clearly underſtand how your Work ſucceeded ; 
and that the general Approbation was given to 
your Merit, not your Titles. Thus like Apelles 
you ſtood unſeen behind your own Venus, and re- 
ceived the Praiſes of the paſſing Mujtitude : The 
Work was commended, not the Author: And I 
doubt not, this was one of the moſt pleaſing Ad- 
ventures of your Life. 

I have detained your Lordſhip longer than I in- 
tended in this Diſpute of Preference betwixt the 
Epick Poem and the Drama: And yet have not 
formally anſwered any of the Arguments which 
are brought by Ariſtotie on the other fide, and ſet 
in the faireſt light by Dacer. But I ſuppoſe, 
without looking on the Book, I may have touched 
on ſome of the Objections. For in this Addreſs 
to your Lordſhip, I deſign not a Treatife of He- 
roick Poetry, but write in a looſe Epiſtolary way, 
ſomewhat tending to that Subject, after the Ex- 
ample of Horace, in his Firſt Epiſtle of the Se- 
cond Book to Augu/ius Cæſar, and of that to the 
Piſo's, which we call his Art of Poetry. In both 
of which he obſerves no Method that I can trace, 
whatever Scaliger the Father, or Heinſius, may 
have ſeen, or rather think they had ſeen. I have 
taken up, laid down, and reſumed as often as [I 
pleaſed the ſame Subject: And this looſe proceed. 
ing I ſhall uſe through all this Prefatory Dedication. 
Yet a!l this while I have been failing with ſome 
Side- ind or other toward the Point I propoſed in 

the 
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the beginning; the Greatneſs and Excellency of 
an Heroick Poem, with ſome of the Difficulties 
which attend that Work. The Compariſon 
therefore which I made betwixt the Fee, and 
the Tragedy, was not altogether a Digreſſion; for 
it is concluded on all Hands, that they are both the 
Maſter-pieces of Human Writ. 

In the mean time, I may be bold to draw this 
Corollary from what has been already ſaid, That 
the File of Heroick Poets is very ſhort : All are 
not ſuch who have aſſumed that lofty Title in 
Ancient or Modern Ages, or have been fo efteemed 
by their partial and ignorant Admirers. 

There have been but one great iat, and one 
Aneis in fo many Ages. The next, but the next 
with a long Interval betwixt, was the Teruſalem - 
F mean not ſo much in Diſtance of Time, as in 
Excellency. After theſe Three are entered, ſome 
Lord Chambertain ſhoutd be appointed, ſome Cri- 
tick of Authority ſhould be ſet before the Door, 
to keep out a Crowd of little Poets, who preſs for 
Admiſſion, and are not of Quality. Mævius would 
de deafning your Lordſhip's Ears, with his 


Fartunam Priami cantabs, & Nobils Bellum, 


mere Fuftian, as Horace would tell you from be- 
hind, without preſſing forward, and more Smoke 
than Fire. Pula, Boards, and Wige, would 
cry out, Make room for the Hallan Poets, the 
Deſcendants of Virgil in a Right-Line. Father 
Le Main, with his Saint Lonis; and Scudery with 
his Marick, for a godly King, and a Gothick 


Conqueror 3 and Chapeiain would take it ill that 


his 
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10 DED TI ON. 
his Maid ſhould be refuſed a Place with Helen 
and Lavinia. Spencer hus a better Plea for his 
Fairy Queen, had his Action been ftnithed, or had 
been One. And An, if the Devil had not been 
his Hero, inſtead of Adam, if the Giant had not 
foiled the Knight, and driven him out of his ſtrong 
Hold, to wander through the World with his Lady- 
e and if there had not been more Machin- 
ing Perſons than Human, in his Poem. After 
theſe, the reit of our ENV Poets ſhall not be 
mentioned. I have that Honour for them which [ 
ouzht to have ; but if they are Wotthies, they ate 
not to be ranked amongſt the three whom I have 
named, and who are eftabliſted in their Reputa- 
tion 
Before I quitted the Compariſon betwixt Epick 
Poetry and Tragedy, I ſhould have acquainted 
my Judge with one Advantage of the former over 
the latter, which I now caſually remember out 
of the Preface of Segrais before his Tranſlation of 
the Eueis, or out of Beſſu, no matter which. The 
Stile of the Heroick Poem is, and ought to be, 
more lofty thai that of the Drama. The Cri- 
tick is certainly in the right, for the Reaſon al- 
ready urged: The Work of Tragedy is on the 
Paſſions, and in 2 Dialogue, both of them ow 
ſtrong Metaphors, in which the Zp:pee delights. 
A Poe t cannot ſpeak too plainly on the Sta ge: for 
Vaiat irreuocabile verbum; the Senſe is loft, if it 
be not taken flying ; but what we read alone, we 
have Leiſure to digeſt. There an Author may 
beautify his Senſe by the Boldneis of his Expreſ- 
non, = Ich, f we underſtand not fully at ſhe fit}, 
We 
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we may dwell upon it, till we find the ſecret Force 
and Excellence. That which cures the Manncss 
by alterative Phyſick, as I ſaid beſore, muſt pro- 
ceed by inſenſible Degrees; but that which purges 
the Paſſions, mult do its Buſineſs all at once, or 
wholly fail of its Effect, at leaſt in the preſent 
operation, and without repeated Doſes, We muit 
beat the Ir on while it is hot, but we may poliſh it 
at leiſure. I hus, my Lord d, you pay the Fine of 
my Forgetfulneſs, and yet the Merits of both 


FE 
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Cauſes are Ber they were, and undecided, till 
you declare whether it be more for the Benefit of 
Mankind to have their Manners in general cor- 
rected, or their Pride and Hard-heartedneſs 1e- 
moved, 

I muſt now come cloſer to my preſent Buſineſs ; 
and not think of making more invaſive Wars 
abroad, when, ger Hannibal, J am called back to 
the Defence of my own Country. Virgil is at- 
tacked by many ; RTE He has a whole Con- 
federacy againſt him, and I muſt endeavour to 
os nd him as well as I am able. But their prin- 

ipal Objections being againſt his Moral, the D- 
Fanden or Length of TI ime taken up in the Aon 
of the Poem, and what they have to urge agzaiin!? 
the Manners of his Hero. I fall omit the rett 
as mere Cavils of Grammarians ; at the worſt but 
caſual Slips of a great Man's Pen, or inconſiderabic 
Faults of an admirable Poem, which the Autho: 
nad not leiſure to review before his Death. Aa 
rslins has anſwered what the Ancients could ure 
againſt him; and fome things I have lately | 
in Tannegur, la Feort, Fulois, and another whom 
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I name not, which are ſcarce worth anſwering, 
They begin with the Moral of his Poem, which 
I have elſewhere confeſſed, and ſtill muſt own, 
not to be fo noble as that of Hamer. But let both 
be fairly ſtated, and without contradicting my 
art Opinion, I can ſhew that Virgil's was as 
uſeful to the Romans of his Age, as Homer was to 
the Greczans of his; in what time ſoever he may 
be ſuppoſed to have lived and flouriſhed. Zomer's 
Mora! was to urge the Neceſſity of Union, and 
of 2 good Underſtanding betwixt Confederate States 
and Princes engaged in a War with a mighty 
Monarch; as alſo of Diſcipline in an Army, and 
Obedience in their feveral Chiefs, to the Supreme 
Commander of the joint Forces. To inculcate 
this he ſets forth the ruinous Effects of Diſcord 
in the Camp of thoſe Allies, occaſioned by the 
Quarrel betwixt the General, and one of the next 
in Office under him. AHamemnon gives the Pro- 
vocation, and Achilles reſents the Injury. Both 
Parties are faulty in the Quarrel, and accordingly 
they are both puniſhed : The Aggreſſor is forced to 
fue for Peace to his Inferior on diſhonourable 
Conditions; the Deſerter refuſes the Satisfaction 
offered, and his Obſtinacy coſts him his beſt 
Friend. This works the natural Effect of Choler, 
and turns his Rage againſt him, by whom he was 
laſt affronted, and moſt ſenſibly. The greater An- 
ger expels the leſs; but his Character is ſtill pre- 
ſerved. In the mean time, the Grecian Army re- 
ceives Loſs on Loſs, and is half deſtroyed by a 
Peſtilence into the Bargain, 


Its 
Dur 
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Quicguid delirant Reges, plectuntur Achtui. 


As the Poct, in the firſt Part of the Example, 
had ſhewn the bad Effects of Diſcord, ſo after the 
Reconcilement, he gives the good Effects of Unity. 
For Hector is ſlain, and then 77% muſt fall. By 
this it is probable, that Hamer lived when the Me- 
dan Monarchy was grown formidable to the Gre- 
cians; and that the joint Endeavours of his Coun- 
trymen, were little enough to preſerve their com- 
mon Freedom from an encroaching Enemy. Such 
was his Moral, which all Criticks have allowed 
to be more Noble than that of Virgil, though not 
adapted to the Times in whieh the Roman Poe 
lived. Had Virgil flouriſhed in the Age of Ennius, 
and addreſſed to Scipio, he had probably taken the 
ſame Moral, or ſome other not unlike it. For 
then the Romans were in as much Danger from 
the Curthaginian Commonwealth, as the Grecians 
were from the MHrian, or Median Monarchy. 
But we are to conſider him as writing bis Poem 
in a Time when the Old Form of Government 
was ſubverted, and a new one juſt eſtabliſhed by 
Octavius Ceſar ; in Effet by Force of Arms, 
but ſeemingly by the Conſent of the Reman Peo- 
ple. The Commonwealth had received a deadly 
Wound in the former Civil Wars betwixt Marius 
and Sylla. The Commons, while the firſt pre- 
vailed, had almoſt ſhaken off the Yoke of the No- 
bility ; and Marius and Cima, like the Captains 
of the Mob, under the fpecious Pretence of the 
Publick Good, and of doing Juſtice on the Opprel- 
tors of their Liberty, revenged themiclves without 

| Form 
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Form of Law, on their private Enemies. Sy//a, in 
his turn, profcribed the Heads of the adverſe Party: 
He too had nothing but Liberty and Reformation 
in his Mouth ; (for the Cauſe of Religion is but 
a modern Motive to Rebellion, invented by the 
Chriſtian Prieſthood, refining on the Heathen: ) 
e * to be ſure, meant no more good to the Ro- 
2 an i copte than Marius before, whatever be de- 
clad] but ſacrificed the Lives, and took the 
Eftates of all his Enemies, to gratifſy thoſe who 
brought him into Power: Such was the Reforma- 
tion of the Government by both Parties. The 
Senate and the Commons were the two Baſes on 
which it ſtood ; and the two Champions of either 
Faction, cach deſtroyed the Foundations of the 
other ſide: So the Fabrick of conſequence mult 
fall betwixt them; and Tyranny mult be built 
upon their Ruins. This comes of altering Funda- 
mental Laws and Conflicarions. Like him, who 
being in good Health, lodged himſelf in a Phyſi- 
cian's Houſe, and was over-perſuaded by his Land- 
lord to take Phyſick, of which he died, for the 
Benefit of his Doctor: Slado ben (was written on 
his Monument) ma, per/tar merits, 145 Ng 
After the Death of thoſe two Uſurpers, the Com- 
monwealth ſeemed to recover, and held up its Head 
for a little time. But it was all the while in a 
deep Conſumption, which is a flattering Diſeaſe. 
Pampey, 8 and Ceſar, had found the Sweets 
of Arbitrary Power; and each being a Check to 
the other s Grey th, ſtruck up a falle Friendſhip 
amongſt eee and divided the Government 
betwixt them, which none of them was able to 
allume 
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aTume alone. Theſe were the publick-fpirited Men 
of their Age, that is, Patriots of their own Intereit, 
The Commonwealth looked with a florid Counte- 
nance in their Management, ſpread in Bulk, and 
all the while was waſting in the Vitals. Not to 
trouble your Lordſhip with the Repetition of what 
you know: After the Death of Craſſus, Pompey 
found himſelf out-witted by Cæſar; broke with 
him, over-powered him in the Senate, and cauſed 
many unjuſt Decrees to paſs againſt him: Cæſar 
ths injured, and unable to reſiſt the Faction of the 
Nobles, which was now uppermoſt (for he was a 
Marian) had recourſe to Arms; and his Cauſe was 
juſt againſt Pompey, but not againſt his Country; 
whoſe Conflitution ou ght to have been ſacred to 
him; and never to have been violated on the ac- 
count of any | private W rong. But he Pre. ailed, and 
Heaven declaring for him, he became a Providen- 
tial Monarch, or the Title of Perpetual Dies 
tnt;y, He being murdered by his own Son, whom 
neither dare commend, nor can juſtly blame, (tho 
Dante, in his Inferm, has put him and Cafzms, 
and Judas Iſccariot betwixt them, into the great 
Devil's Mouth) the Commonwealth popped up its 
Head for the third time, under Brutus and Caſſius, 
and then ſunk for ever. 

Thus the Roman n were grolly oulled, twice 
or thrice over ; and as often enſla 29 in one Cen- 
tury, and under the ſame Pretence ©: Reformation. 

At laſt the two Batiles of Phil h: gave the deci- 
ſive Stroke againſt Liberty; and not long after, the 
Commonwealth was turned into a Monarchy, by 
the Conduct and Good- fortune of Tugu us. Tt is 

true, 
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true, that the deſpotick Power could not have fallen 
into better Hands, than thoſe of the firft and ſe- 
cond Ceſar. JIN well knows what Ob- 
ligations Virgil had to the latter of them: He ſaw, 
beſide, that the Commonwealth was loſt without 
Reſource : 'The Heads. of it deſtroyed ; the Senate 
new moulded, grown degenerate; and either bought 
off, or thruſting their own Necks into the Yoke, 
out of fear of being forced. Yet I may ſafely af- 
firm for our great Author, (as Men of good Senſe 
are generally honeſt) that he was ſtill of Republi- 
can Principles in his Heart. 


Secretiſeue Piis, his dantem jura Catonem. 


I think, I need uſe no other Argument to juſtify 
my Opinion, than that of this one Line, taken 
from the Eighth Book of the Ares. If he had 
not well ſtudied his Patron's Temper, it might have 
ruined him with another Prince. But Auguſtus was 
not diſcontented, at lgaſt that we can find, that 
Cato was placed, by his own Poet, in Eꝶſum; and 
there giving Laws to the holy Souls, who deſerved 
to be ſeparated from the vulgar ſort of good Spirits, 
For his Conſcience could not but whiſper to the ar- 
bitrary Monarch, that the Kings of Rome were at 
firſt Elective, and governed not without a Senate: 
That Romulus was no hereditary Prince, and 
though, after his Death, he received Divine Ho- 
nours, for the good he did on Earth, yet he was 
but a God of their own making : That the laſt 
Tarqun was expelled juſtly for Overt-Acts of Ty- 
ranny, and Male-Adminiftration ; for fuch are the 
Conditions of an Elective Kingdom: And I meddle 

not 
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not with others: Being, for my own Opinion, of 
Montargn's Principles, That an honeſt Man ought 
to be contented with that Form of Government, 
and with thoſe Fundamental Conſtitutions of it, 
which he received from his Anceſtors, and under 
which himſelf was born. Though at the ſame 
time he confeſſed freely, that if he could have cho- 
ſen his Place of Birth, it ſhould have been at 
Venice Which, for many Reaſons, I diſlike, and 
am better pleaſed to have been born an Engl; Man. 

But to return from my long Rambling : I ſay 
that Virgil having maturely weighed the Condition 
of the Times in which he lived: That an intire 
Liberty was not to be retrieved : That the preſent 
Settlement had the Proſpect of a long Continuance 
in the ſame Family, or thoſe adopted into it : That 
he held his paternal Eſtate from the Bounty of tne 
Conqueror, by whom he was likewiſe enriched, 
eſteemed, and cheriſhed : That this Conqueror, 
though of a bad kind, was the very beſt of it: That 
the Arts of Peace flouriſhed under him: That all 
Men might be happy, if they would be quiet : That 
now he was in Poſſeſſion of the whole, yet he ſhared 
a great part of his Authority with the Senate: That 
he would be choſen into the ancient Offices of the 
Commonwealth, and ruled by the Power which he 
derived from them; and prorogued his Government 
from time to time : Still, as it were, threatning to 
diſmiſs himfelf from publick Cares, which he ex- 
erciſed more for the common Good, than for any 
Delight he took in Greatneſs : Theſe things, I ſay- 
being conſidered by the Poet, he concluded it to be 


the Intereft of his Country to be fo governed: To 
infuſe 
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infaſe an awful Reſpect into the People towards 
ſuch a Prince: By that Reſpect to confirm their 
Obedience to him; and by that Obedience to make 
them happy. This was the Moral of his Divine 
Poem: Honeſt in the Poet: Honourable to the Em- 
peror, whom he derives from a divine Extraction ; 
and reflecting part of that Honour on the Roman 
People, whom he derives alſo from the Trojans; 
and not only profitable, but neceſlary to the pre- 
' ſent Age; and likely to be ſuch to their Poſterity. 
That it was the received Opinion, That the No- 
mans were deſcended from the Tryans, and Julius 
Cæſar from Iulus the Son of Aneas, was enough 
for Virgil; though perhaps he thought not ſo himſelf: 
Or that Ancas ever was in ach, which Bachartus 
manifeſtly proves. And Homer, where he ſays that 
Fupiter hated the Houſe of Priam, and was re- 
ſolved to transfer the Kingdom to the Family of 
/Encas, yet mentions nothing of his leading a Co- 
lony into a foreign Country, and ſettling there : 
But that the Romans valued themſelves on their 
Trejan Anceſtry, is ſo undoubted a Truth, that I 
need not prove it. Even the Seals which we have 
remaining of Julius Cejar, which we know to be 
Antique, have the Star of Venus over them, though 
they were all graven after his Death, as a Note 
that he was Deified. I doubt not but one Reaſon, 
why Auguſtus ſhould be fo paſhonately concerned 
for the Preſervation of the Zneis, which its Author 
had condemned to be burnt, as an imperfect Poem, 
by his laſt Will and Teſtament, was, becauſe it 
did him a real Service, as well as an Honour; that 
a Work ſhould not be loſt, where his Divine 
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Original was celebrated in Verſe, which had the 
Character of Immortality ſtamped upon it. 
Neither were the great Roman Families which 
flouriſned in his Time, leſs obliged by him than the 
Emperor. Your Lordſhip knows with what Ad- 
dreſs he makes mention of them, as Captains of 
Ships, or Leaders in the War; and even ſome of 
Italian Extraction are not forgotten. Theſe are 
the ſingle Stars which are ſprinkled through the 
neis But there are whole Conſtellations of them 
in the Fifth Book. And I could not but take no- 
tice, when I tranſlated it, of ſome favourite Fami- 
lies to which he gives the Victory, and awards the 
Prizes, in the Perſon of his Hero, at the Funeral 
Games which were celebrated in Honour of An- 
chiſes, I inſiſt not on their Names ; but am pleaſed 
to find the Memmii amongſt them, derived from 
Mneſtheus, becauſe Lucretins dedicates to one of 
that Family, a Branch of which deſtroyed Co- 
rinth, I likewiſe either found or formed an Image 
to myſelf of the contrary kind; that thoſe who 
loſt the Prizes, were ſuch as diſobliged the Poet, 
or were in Difgrace with Auguſtus, or Enemies to 
Mecenas : And this was the Poetical Revenge he 
took. For genus irritabile Vatum, as Horace ſays. 
When a Poet is throughly provoked, he will do 
himſelf Juſtice, however dear it coft him, Ani 
mamgque in dulnere ponit, I think theſe are not 
bare Imaginations of my own, though I find no 
Trace of them in the Commentators : But one 
Poet may judge of another, by himſelf. The Ven- 
geance we defer, is not forgotten. I hinted before, 
that the whole Riman People were obliged by 
Vol. II. B Pirgil, 
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Virgil, in deriving them from Try; an Anceſtry - 
which they affected. We, and the French are of 
the ſame Humour: They would be thought to de- 
ſcend from a Son, I think, of Hector: And we 
would have our Britain both named and planted 
by a Deſcendant of Aneas. Spencer favours this 
Opinion what he can. His Prince Arthur, or who- 
ever he intends by him, is a Tran. Thus the 
Hero of Hamer was a Grecian, of Virgil a Roman, 
of Taſſ an Italian. 

I have tranſgreſſed my Bounds, and gone farther 
than the Moral lead me. But if your Lordſhip is 
not tired, I am ſafe enough. 

Thus far, I think, my Author is defended, But 
as Auguſtus is ſtill ſhadowed in the Per ſon of Eucas, 
of which I ſhall ſay more, when I come to the 
Manners which the Poet gives his Hero: I muft 
prepare that Subject, by ſhewing how dexterouſly 
he managed both the Prince and People, ſo as to 
diſpleaſe neither, and to do good to both; which is 
the part of a Wiſe and an Honeſt Man: And proves, 
that it is poſſible for a Courtier not to be a Knave. 
F ſhall continue ſtill to ſpeak my Thoughts like a 
free-born Subject, as I am ; though ſuch things, 
perhaps, as no Dich Commentator could, and I 
am ſure no Frenchman durſt, I have already told 
your Lordſhip my Opinion of Virgil; that he was 
no arbitrary Man: Obliged he was to his Maſter 
for his Bounty, and he repays him with good 
Counſel, how to behave himſelf in his new Mo- 
narchy, fo as to gain the \fﬀections of his Subjects, 
and deſerve to be called the Father of his Country. 
From this Conſideration it is, that he choſe the 


Ground- 
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Ground-work of his Poem, one Empire deſtroyed, 
and another raiſed from the Ruins of it. This 
was the juſt Parallel. AEZneas could not pretend to 
be Priam's Heir in a Lineal Succeſſion: For An- 
chiſes, the Hero's Father, was only of the ſecond 
Branch of the Reyal Family; and Hlelemis, a Son 
of Priam, was yet ſurviving, and might lawfully 
claim before him. It may be, Virgil mentions him 
on that account. Neither has he forgotten Pri- 
anus, in the Fifth of his /Zners, the Son of Po- 
Jes, youngeſt Son to Prim; who was flain b 

Pyrrhus, in the Second Book. Eneas had only 
married Creiifa, Priam's Daughter, and by her 
could have no Title, while any of the Male Iſſue 
were remaining. In this caſe, the Poet gave him 
the next Title, which is that of an Elective King. 
The remaining Trejans choſe him to lead them 
forth, and ſettle them in ſome foreign Country. 
Ilioneus, in his Speech to Dido, calls him expreſly 
- by the Name of King. Our Poet, who all this 
while had Auguftus in his Eye, had no Deſire he 
ſhould feem to ſucceed by any Right of Inheri- 
tance, derived from Julius Cæſar; ſuch a Title 
being but one degree removed ſrom Conqueſt. For 
what was introduced by Force, by Force may be 
removed. It was better for the People that they 
ſhould give, than he ſhould take. Since that Gift 
was indced no more at bottom, than a Truſt, Vir- 
gil gives us an Example of this, in the Perſon of 
Mezentius. He governed arbitrarily, he was ex- 
pelled; and came to the deſerved End of all Ty- 
rants. Our Author ſhews us another ſort of King- 
ſhip, in the Perſon of Latinus: He was deſcended 
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from Saturn, and as I remember, in the third de- 
gree. He is deſcribed a juſt and gracious Prince; 
tolicitous for the Welfare of his People; always 
conſulting with his Senate, to promote the com- 
mon Good. We find him at the Head of them, 
when he enters into the Council-Hall. Speaking 
firſt, but ſtill demanding their Advice, and ſteering 
by it, as far as the Iniquity of the Times would 
ſuffer him. And this is the proper Character of a 
King by Inheritance, who is born a Father of his 
Country. Anus, though he married the Heireſs of 
the Crown, yet claimed no Title to it during the 
Life of his Father-in-law. Pater arma Latinus 
habetz, &c. are Virgil's Words. As for himſelf, 
he was contented to take care of his Country Gods, 
who were not thoſe of Latium. Wherein our di- 
vine Author ſeems to relate to the After-Practice of 
the Romans, which was to adopt the Gods of thoſe 
they conquered, or received as Members of their 
Commonwealth, Yet withal, he plainly touches 
at the Office of the High-Prieſthood, with which 
Auguſlus was inveſted: And which made his Per- 
fon more ſacred and inviolable, than even the Tri- 
bunitial Power. It was not therefore for nothing, 
that the moſt judicious of all Poets made that Of- 
fice vacant, by the Death of Pantheus, in the Se- 
cond Book of the nes, for his Hero to ſucceed 
in it; and conſequently for Auguſtus to enjoy. I 
know not that any of the Commentators have 
taken notice of that Paſſage. If they have not, I 
am ſure they ought : and if they have, I am not 
indebted to them for the Obſervation ; the Words 
of Virgil are very plain, 

Sacra, 
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Sacra, ſuoſque tibi commendat Troja Penates. 


As for Auguſtus, or his Uncle Julius, claiming 
by Deſcent from Aneas ; that Title is already out 
of doors. nas ſucceeded not, but was elected. 
Trey was fore-doomed to fall for ever. 


Paſtguam res Aſie, Priamique evertere Regnum 
Immeritum viſum Superis,— Aneis, lib. III. v. 1. 


Auguſtus, it is true, had once reſolved to rebuild 
that City, and there to make the Seat of Empire : 
But Horace writes an Ode on purpoſe to deter him 
from that Thought ; declaring the Place to be ac- 
curled, and that the Gods would as often deſtroy 
It, as it ſhould be raiſed. Hereupon the Emperor 
laid aſide a Project fo ungrateful to the Raman Peo- 
ple. But by this, my Lord, we may conclude 
that he had ſtill his Pedigree in his Head; and had 
an Itch of being thought a divine King, if his Poets 
had not given him better Counſel. 

I will paſs by many leſs material Objections, for 
want of room to anſwer them : What follows next 
is of great Importance, if the Criticks can make 
out their Charge; for it is levelled at the Manners 
which our Poet gives his Hero, and which are the 
fame which were eminently ſeen in his Avgu/lurs 
Thoſe Manners were, Piety to the Gods, and a 
dutiful Affection to his Father; Love to his Rela- 
tions; Care of his People; Courage and Conduct 
in the Wars: Gratitude” to thoſe who had obliged 
him; and Juſtice in general to Mankind. | 

Piety, as your Lordſhip fees, takes place of all, 
as the chicf Part of his Character : And the Word 
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in Latin is more full than it can paſſibly be ex- 
preſſed in any modern Language; for there it com- 
prehends not only Devotion to the Gods, but filial 
Love and tender Affection to Relations of all ſorts. 
As Inſtances of this, the Deities of Try, and his 
own Penates, are made the Companions of his 
Flight: They appear to him in his Voyage, and 
adviſe him; and at laſt he reptaces them in Lab, 
their native Country. For his Father, he takes 
him on his Back ; he leads his little Son, his Wife 
follows him: But loſing his Footſteps, through Fear 
or Ignorance, he goes back into the midſt of his 
Enemies to find her; and leaves not his Purſuit 
"till her Ghoſt appears, to forbid his farther Search- 
I will fay nothing of his Duty to his Father while 
he lived, his Sorrow for his Death; of the Games 
inſtituted in Honour of his Memory; or ſeeking 
him, by his Command, even after his Death, in 
the Ehſian Fields. I will not mention his Tender- 
neſs for his Son, which every where is viſible : Of 
Ris raiſing a Tomb for Polydorus, the Obſequies 
for Miſenus, his pious Remembrance of Deiphobus ; 
the Funerals of his Nurſe ; his Grief for Pallas, 
and his Revenge taken on his Murderer, whom 
otherwiſe, by his natural compaſſion, he had for- 
given; and then the Poem had been left imper- 
get; for we could have had no certain Proſpect of 
his Happineſs, while the laſt Obſtacle to it was un- 
removed. Of the other Parts which compoſe his 
Character, as a King, or as a General, I need ſay 
nothing; the whole Æueis is one continued In- 
ftance, of ſome one or other of them; and where 
I find any thing of them taxed, it ſhall ſuffice me, 
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as briefly as I can, to vindicate my divine Maſter 
to your Lordſhip, and by vou to the Reader. But 
herein, Segrais, in his admirable Preface to his 
Tranflation of the #neis, as the Author of the 
Dauphin's Virgil juſtly calls it, has prevented me. 
Him I follow, and what I borrow from him, am 
ready to acknowledge to him. For, impartially 
ipeaking, the French are as much better Criticks 
than the Eng/i/h, as they are worſe Poets. Thus 
we generally allow, that they better underſtand the 
Management of a War, than our Iflandersy but 
we know we are ſuperior to them in the Day of 
Battle. They value themſelves on their Generals, 
we on our Soldiers. But this is not the proper 
Place to decide that Queſtion, if they make it 
one. I ſhall perhaps ſay as much of other Na- 
tions, and their Poets, excepting only Ta; and 
hope to make my Aſſertion good, which is but do- 
ing Juſtice to my Country ; part of which Ho- 
nour will reflect on your Lordſhip, whoſe Thoughts 
are always juſt ; your Numbers harmonious, your 
Words choſen, your Expreſſions ſtrong and man- 
ly, your Verſe flowing, and your Turns as happy 
as they are caſy, If you would ſet us more Co- 
pics, your Example would make all precepts need- 
leſs. In the mean time, that little you have writ- 
ten is owned, and that particularly by the Poets, 
(who are a Nation not over-laviſh of Praiſe to their 
Contemporaries) as a principal Ornament of our 
Language: But the ſweeteſt Eflences are always 
confined in the ſmalleſt Glaſſes. 

When I ſpeak of your Lordſhip, it is never a 
Digreſſion, 2nd therefore I need beg no Pardon for 
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it; but take up Segrais where I left him, and ſhall 
uſe him leſs often than I have occaſion for him. 
For his Preface is a perfe& Piece of Criticiſm, full 
and clear, and digeſted into an exact Method; 
mine is looſe, and, as I intended it, Epiſtolary. 
Yet I dwell on many things, which he durſt not 
touch: For it is dangerous to offend an arbitrary 
Maſter; and every Patron who has the Power of 
Augufius, has not his Clemency. In ſhort, my 
Lord, I would not tranſlate him, becauſe I would 
bring you ſomewhat of my own. His Notes and 
Obſervations on every Book, are of the ſame Ex- 
cellency; and for the ſame Reaſon I omit the 
greater Part. | 
He takes no notice that Virgil is arraigned, for 
placing Piety before Valour ; and making that Piety 
the chief Character of his Hero. I have already 
ſaid from Baſſu, that a Poet is not obliged to make 
his Hero a virtuous Man : Therefore neither Homer 
nor Taſſ are to be blamed, for giving what predo- 
minant Quality they pleaſed to their firſt Charac- 
ter. But Virgil, who deſigned to form a perfect 
Prince, and would inſinuate, that Auguſtus, whom 
he calls Ancas in his Poem, was truly ſuch, found 
himſelf obliged to make him without Blemith ; 
thoroughly virtuous : and a thorough Virtue both 
begins and ends in Piety. Taſſo, without queſtion, 
obſerved this before me; and therefore ſplit his 
Hero in two: he gave Godfrey Piety, and Rinaldo 
Fortitude, for their chief Qualities or Manners. 
Homer, who had choſen another Moral, makes 
both Agamemnon and Achilles vicious; for his De- 
ſign was, to inſtruc in Virtue, by thewing the De- 
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formity of Vice. I avoid Repetition of what I have 
ſaid above. What follows, is tranſlated literal'y 
from Segrats. 

Firgil had conſidered, that the greateſt Virtues of 
Auguſtus conſiſted in the perfect Art of Governing 
his People ; which cauſed him to reign above Forty 
Years in great Felicity. He conſidered that his 
Emperor was Valiant, Civil, Popular, Eloquent, 
Politick, and Religious; he has given' all theſe 
Qualities to Aneas, But knowing that Piety alone 
comprehends the whole Duty of Man towards the 
Gods, towards his Country, and towards his Rela- 
tions ; he judged that this ought to be his firſt 
Character, whom he would ſet for a Pattern of 
Perfection. In reallity, they who believe that the 
Praiſes which ariſe from Valour, are ſuperior to 
thoſe which proceed from any other Virtues, have 
not conſidered (as they ought,) that V alour, deſti- 
tute of other Virtues, cannot render a Man worthy 
of any true Eſteem. That Quality, which ſigni- 
hes no more than an intrepid Courage may be ſe- 
parated from many others which are good, and 
accompanied with many which are ill. A Man 
may be very valiant, and yet impious and vicious. 
But the ſame cannot be ſaid of Piety, which ex- 
cludes all ill Qualities, and comprehends even Va- 
lour itſelf, with all other Qualities which are good. 
Can we, for example, give the Praiſe of Valour to 
a Man who ſhould ſee his Gods profaned, and 
ſhould want the Courage to defend them? Toa 
Man who ſhould abandon his Father, or deſert his 
King in his laft Neceflity ? | 
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Thus far Segrais, in giving the Preference to 
Piety, before Valour. I will now follow him, where 
he conſiders this Valour, or intrepid Courage, fingly 
in itſelf; and this alſo Virgil gives to his Æneas, 
and that in a heroical degree. 

Having firſt concluded, that our Poet did for the 
beſt in taking the firſt Character of his Hero, from 
that eflential Virtue on which the reſt depend, he 
proceeds to tell us, that in the ten Years War of 
Trey, he was conſidered as the ſecond Champion of 
his Country; allowing Hector the firk Place; and 
this, even by the Confeſſion of Homer, who took 
all Occaſtons of ſetting up his on Countrymen 
the Greaans, and of undervaluing the Trajan 
Chiefs. But Virgil, (whom Segrais forgot to cite) 
makes Diomede give him a higher Character for 
Strength and Courage. His Feſtimony is this, in 
the Eleventh Book : 


Stetimus tela aſpera contra, 
Contultmuſque manus : experto credite, quantss 
In clypeum aſſurgat, quo turbine torqueat haſlam. 
Si duo preterea tales Idea tuliſſet 

Terra viros; ultra IJnachias ve niſſet ad urbes 
Dardanus, & verſis lugeret Greua fatis. 
Duicquid apud dure ceſſatum ei mænia Trejæ, 
Hectoris, neæqus manu victoria Grajum 
Hæſit; & in decumum veſligia rettulit annum. 
Ambo animis, ambo inſigres preſtantibus armis : 
Hic pietate prior. | 


I give not here my Tranſlation of theſe Verſes; 
though I think I have not ill ſucceeded in them; be- 
cauſe your Lordſhip is fo great a Maſter of the 

Original; 
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Original, that I have no reaſon to deſire you ſhould 
fee Virgil and me ſo near together. But you may 
pleaſe, my Lord, to take notice, that the Latin: 
Author refines upon the Greet, and infinuates, 
That Hamer had done his Hero wrong, in giving 
the Advantage of the Duel to his own Country- 
man; though Diamedes was manifeſtly the ſecond 
Companion of the Greciam and Ulyſſes preferred 
him before Ajax, when he choſe him for the 
Champion of his nightly Expedition; for he had 
a Head-piece of his own; and wanted only the 
Fortitude of another, to bring him off with Safe- 
ty; and that he might compaſs his Deſign with 
Honour. 

The French Tranflator thus proceeds: They 
who accuſe nas for want of Courage, either un- 
derſtand not Virgil, or have read him lightly ; 
otherwile they would not raiſe an Objection ſo eaſy 
to be anſwered. Hereupon he gives ſo many In- 
{tances of the Hero's Valour, that to repeat them 
after him, would tire your Lordſhip, and put me 
to the unneceſlary trouble of tranſcribing the greateſt 
part of the three laſt ned. In ſhort, more 
could not be expected from an Amnadis, a Sir Lan- 
ceiot, or a whole Round Table, than he performs. 
Proxima quegue metit gladio, is the perfect Ac- 
count of a Knight-Errant, It it be replied, con- 
tinues Segrais, that it was not difficult for him to 
undenake and atchieve ſuch hardy Enterprizes, be- 
cauſe he wore enchanted Arms; that Accuſation, 
in the firſt place, muſt fall on Finer, ere it can | 
reach Virgil. Achilles was as well provided with | 
them as Aneas, though he was invuinerable without 

them: 
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them: And Aris//o, the two Taſſo's, Bernardo, 


and Torquats, even our own Spencer; in a word, 
all modern Poets have copied Hymer, as well as 
Virgil; he is neither the firſt nor laſt, but in the 
midſt of them; and therefore is ſafe, if they are 
fo. Who knows, ſays Segrais, but that his fated 
Armour was only an allegorical Defence, and ſig- 
niſied no more, than that he was under the pecu- 
. Har Protection of the Gods ? born, as the Aſtrolo- 
gers will tell us out of Virgil, (who was well verſed . 
in the Chaldean Myſteries) under the favourable 
Influence of Fupiter, Venus, and the Sun. But I 
inſiſt not on this, becauſe I know you believe not 
there is ſuch an Art; though not only Horace and 
Herſius, but Augu/tus himſelf, thought otherwiſe, 
But in Defence of Virgil, I dare poſitively ſay, 
that he has been more cautious in this particular, 
than either his Predeceflor, or his Deſcendants. For 
H#ineas was actually wounded, in the Twelfth of 
the Exeis; though he had the ſane God-Smith to 
forge his Arms, as had Achilles, It feems he was 
no "Warluck, as the Scots commonly call ſuch 
Men, who, they ſay, are Iron-free, or Lead-free. 
Yet after this Experiment, that his Arms were not 
impenetrable, when he was cured indeed by his 
Mother's help ; becauſe he was that Day to con- 
clude the War by the Death of Turnus, the Poet 
durſt not carry the Miracle too far, and reſtore 
dim wholly to his former Vigour : He was ftill too 
weak to overtake his Enemy; yet we ſee with 
what Courage he attacks Turnus, when he faces, 
and renews the Combat. I need fay no more, for 
Virgil defends himfelf without needing my Aſ- 
{rſtance : 
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ſiſtance; and proves his Hero truly to deſerve that 
Name. He was not then a Second- rate Champion, 
as they would have him, who think Fortitude the 
firſt Virtue in a Hero. But being beaten from this 
Hold, they will not yet allow him to be Valiant; 
becauſe he wept more often, as they think, than 
well becomes a Man of Courage. 

In the firſt place, if Tears are Arguments of 
Cowardiſe, what ſhall I fay of Homer's Hero? 
Shall Achilles paſs for timorous, becauſe he wept, 
and wept on leſs Occaſions than Æneas? Herein 
Virgil muſt be granted to have excelled his Maſter. 
For once both Heroes are deſcribed, lamenting 
their loſt Loves: Briſeis was taken away by force 
from the Grecian; Creiſa was loſt for ever to her 
Huſband. But Achilles went roaring along the 
Salt-Sea-Shore, and like a Booby, was complaining 
to his Mother, when he ſhould have revenged his 
Injury by his Arms, Aneas took a nobler Courſe ; 
for having ſecured his Father and Son, he repeated 
all his former Dangers to have found his Wife, if 
ſhe had been above Ground. And here your 
Lordſhip may obſerve the Addreſs of Virgil; it 
was not for nothing, that this Paſſage was related 
with all theſe tender Circumſtances. Aneas told 
it; Dido heard it. That he had been fo af- 
fectionate a Huſband, was no ill Argument to the 
coming Dowager, that he might prove as kind to 
her. Virgil has a thouſand ſecret Beauties, though 
I have not leiſure to remark them. 

Segrais on this Subject of a Hero ſhedding Tears, 
obſerves that Hiſtorians commend Alexander for 
weeping, when he read the mighty Actions of 

Achilles. 
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Achilles. And Julius Cæſar is likewiſe praiſed, 
when out of the ſame noble Envy, he wept at the 
Victories of Alexander, But if we obſerve more 
cloſely, we ſhall fin, that the Tears of Zneas 
were always on a laudable Occaſion. Thus he 
weeps out of Compathon, and Tenderneſs of Na- 
ture, when in the Temple of Carthage he be- 
holds the Pictures of his Friends, who ſacrificed 
their Lives in Defence of their Country, He de- 
plores the lamentable End of his Pilot Palinurus; 
the untimely Death of young Pallas his Confede- 
rate; and the reit, which I emit. Yet even for 
theſe Tears, his wretched Criticks dare condemn 
him. They make Axcas little better than a kind 
of St. Swithin-Hero, always raining. One of theſe 
Cenſors is bold enough to arraizn him of Cow- 
ardiſe; when in the Beginning of the Firſt Book, 
he not only weeps, but trembles at an approaching 
Storm. 


Extemplo Knee ſolvunter frigare memina : 
Hrgenut, & duplices tenders ad fydera palmas, &c. 


But to this I have anſwered formerly ; that his 
Fear was not for himſelt, but for his People. And 
what can give a Sovereign a better Commendation, 
or recommend a Hero more to the Affection of the 
Reader? They were threatned with a Tempeſt, 
and he wept; he was promis'd Italy, and therefore 
he prayed for the Accompliſhment of that Pro- 
miſe. All this in the beginning of a Storm, there- 
fore he ſhewed the more early Picty, and the quicker 
Senſe of Compaſſion. Thus much I have urged 
elſewhere in the Defence of Virgil; and ſince 1 

have 
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have been informed, by Mr. Mey, a young Gen- 
tleman, whom ] can never ſufficiently commend, 
that the Ancients accounted Drowning an accurſed 
Death. So that if we grant him to bave been afraid, 
he had juſt Occaſion for that Fear, both in rela- 
tion to himſelf, and to his Subjects, I think our 
Adverfaries can carry this Argument no farther, 
unleſs they tell us that he ought to have had more 
Confidence in the Promiſe of the Gods: But how 
was he affured that he had underſtood their Oracles 
aright? FHelenus might be miſtaken, Phabus 
might ſpeak doubtfully; even his Mother might 
fatter him, that he might proſecute his Voyage, 
which if it ſucceeded happily, he ſhould be the 
Founder of an Empiie, For that ſhe herſelf was 
doubtful of his Fortune, is apparent by the Addreſs 
ſhe made to Jupiter on his bebalt. To which the 
God makes anſwer in theſe Words: 


Parcs meta, Cytheræa, manernt immata twrum 
Fata tibi, Nc. 


Notwithſtanding wh-ch, the Goddeſs, though 
comforted, was not afiured:; For even after this, 
through the courſe of the whole Eres, the ſtill 
apprehends the Intereſt which Fur might make 
with Fipiter againſt her Son. For it was a moot 
Point in Heaven, whether he could alter Fate, or 
not. And indeed, ſome Paſſages in Virgil would 
make us ſuſpect, that he was of Opinion, Jupiter 
might defer Fate, though he could not alter it. For 
in the latter end of the Tenth Book, he introduces 
Juno begging for the Life of Turnus, and flattering 
her Huſband with the Power of changing Deſtiny. 
Tua 
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Tua qua potes, orſa reflefas, To which he graciouſly 


anſwers: 


Si mora preſentis lethi, tempuſque caduco 

Oratur Juveni, meque hoc ita ponere ſents, 
Tall: fugd Turnum, atque inſlantibus eripe fatis. 

Hucfenus inculſi fe vacat. Sin altior 1ftis 

Sub precibus venia ulla latet, totumque mover!, 

Mutarive putas bellum, ſpes paſcis inaneis. 


But that he could not alter thoſe Decrees, the 
King of Gods himſelf confeſſes, in the Book above 
cited; when he comforts Hercules, for the Death of 
Pallas, who had invoked his Aid before he threw 
his Lance at Turnus. 


Trojæ ſub mamnbus altis, 

Tot nati cecidere Deum; quin occidit una 
Sarpedon mea progentes : etiam ſua Turnum 
Fata manent, metaſque dati perventt ad ævi. 


Where he plainly acknowledges, that he could 
not ſave his own Son, or prevent the Death which 
he foreſaw. Of his Power to defer the Blow, I 
once occaſionally diſcourſed with that excellent 
Perſon Sir Robert Howard; who is better converſant 
than any Man that I know, in the Doctrine of 
the Stoics, and he ſet me right from the con- 
current Teſtimony of Philoſophers and Poets, that 
Fußpiter could not retard the Effects of Fate, even 
for a Moment. For when I cited Virgil, as favour- 
ing the contrary Opinion in that Verſe, 


Tolle fugd Turnum, argue inſtantibus eripe fatis. 
he replied, and I think wah exact Judgment, 


Phat 
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that when Jupiter gave Juno leave to withdraw 
Turnus from the preſent Danger, it was becauſe 
he certainly foreknew that his fatal Hour was not 
come: That it was in Deſtiny, for Juno at that 
time to ſave him; and that himſelf obeyed Deſtiny, 
in giving her that leave. | 
I need fay no more in Juſtification of our Hero's 
Courage, and am much deceived, if he ever be 
attacked on this Side of his Character again. But 
he is arraigned with more ſhew of Reaſon by the 
Ladies; who will make a numerous Party againſt 
him, for being falſe to Love, in forſaking D:ds. 
And I cannot much blame them; for to ſay the 
truth, it is an ill Precedent for their Gallants to 
follow. Yet if I can bring him off, with flying 
Colours, they may learn Experience at her Coſt ; 
and for her fake, avoid a Cave, as the worft 
Shelter they can chooſe from a Shower of Rain, 
eſpecially when they have a Lover in their Com- 
pany. 
In the firſt place, Segrais obſerves with much 
Acuteneſs, that they who blame Aneas for his In- 
ſenſibility of Love, when he left Carthage, con- 
tradict their former Accuſation of him, for being 
always crying, compaſſionate, and effeminately 
ſenſible of thoſe Misfortunes which befel others. 
They give him two contrary Characters, but 
Virgil makes him of a piece, always grateful, al- 
ways tender-hearted. But they are impudent 
enough to diſcharge themſelves of this Blunder, by 
laying the Contradiction at /:rgi's Door. He, 
ſay they, has ſhewn his Hero with theſe incon- 
fiftent Characters: Acknowledging, and Ungrate- 
tul, 
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tul, Compatſionate, and Hard-hearted ; but at the 
bottom, Fickle, and Self-intereſted. For Didb had 
not only received his weather-beaten Troops before 
the ſaw him, and given them her Protection, but 
had alſo offered them an equal ſhare in her Do- 
minion. 

Vultis & his mecum pariter conſidere Regnis? 

Urbem quam ſlatuo, deſira eft, — 


This was an Obligement never to be forgotten; 
and the more to be conſidered, becauſe antecedent 
to her Love. That Paſſion, it is true, produced 
the uſual Effects of Generofity, Gallantry, and 
care to pleaſe; and thither we refer them. But 
when ſhe had made a'l theſe Advances, it was ſtill 
in his Power to have refuſed them: After the In- 
trigue of the Cave, call it Marriage, or Enjoyment 
only, he was no longer free to take or leave ; he 
had accepted the Favour, and was obliged to be 
conſtant, if he would be grateful, 

My Lord, I have ſet this Argument in the beft 
light I can, that the Ladies may not think I write 
booty : And perhaps it may happen to me, as it 
did to Doctor Cudworth, who has raiſed ſuch 
ſtrong Objections againſt the Being of a God, and 
Providence, that many think he has not anſwered 
them. You may plcale at leaſt to hear the adverſe 
Party. Segrais pleads for Virgil, that no leis than 
an abſolute Command from Jupiter, could excuſe 
this Inſenſibility of the Hero, and this abrupt De- 
parture, which looks ſo like extreme Ingratitude, 
But at the ſame time, he does wiſely to remember 
you, that Virgil had made Piety the firſt Character 

| Ot 
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et #1145 And this being allowed, as I am afraid 
it mult, he was obliged, antecedent to all other 
Conſiderations, to ſearch an Ajy/um for his Gods in 
Htaly. For ihote very Gods, I fay, who had pro- 
miſed to his Race the univerſal] Empire. Could a 
pious Man diſpenſe with the Commands of Jupiter, 
to ſatisfy his Paſſion; or take it in the ſtrongeſt 
Senſe, to comply with the Obligations of his Gra- 
titude ? Religion, it is true, muſt have moral Ho- 


neſty for its Ground-work, or we ſhall be apt to 


ſuſpect its Truth; but an immediate Revelation 
diſpenſes with all Duties of Morality. All Caſuiſts 
agree, that Theft is a Breach of the Moral Law: 
Yet if I might pteſume to mingle Things Sacred 
with Profane, the Maelites only ſpoiled the Egyp- 
tians, not robbed them ; becauſe the Propriety was 
transferred, by a Revelation to their Lawgiver. I 
confeſs D:da.was a very Infidel in this Point; for 
ſhe would not believe, as Virgil makes her ſay, 
that ever Jupiter would ſend Mercury on ſuch an 
immoral Errand. But this needs no Anſwer, at 
leaſt no more than Virgil gives it; 


Fata eb/lant, placidaſque viri Deus chſiruit aures, 


bis notwithſtanding, as Scrais confeſſes, he 
might have ſhewn a little more Senſibility, when he 
lelt her; for that had been according to his Character. 

But let /7rgi/ anſwer for himſelf, He ſtill loved 
her, and ſtruggled with his Inclinations, to abey 
the Gods: 


—— Curgm ſub corde premebat, 
Mella gement, magn»que anunum laleſactus amore. 


Upon 
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Upon the whole Matter and humanely ſpeaking, 
I doubt there was a Fault ſomewhere; and Ju- 
piter is better able to bear the blame, than either 
Virgil or Aincas, The Poet it ſeems had found 
it out, and therefore brings the deſerting Hero 
and the forſaken Lady, to meet together in the 
lower Regions; where he excuſes himſelf when 
it is too late, and accordingly ſhe will take no Sa- 
tisfaction, nor ſo much as hear him. Now Se- 
grais is forced to abandon his defence, and excuſes 
his Author, by ſaying that the Ares is an im- 
perfect Work, and that Death prevented the Di- 
vine Poet from reviewing it; and for that Reaſon 
he had condemned it to the Fire : Though at the 


fame time, his two Tranſlators muſt acknowledge, 


that the Sixth Book is the moſt correct of the whole 
Tueis. Oh, how convenient is a Machine ſome- 
times in an Heroick Poem! This of Mercury is 
plainly one, and Virgil was conſtrained to uſe it 
here, or the Honeſty of his Hero would be ill-de- 
fended. And the Fair Sex however, if they had 
the Deſerter in their Power, would certainly have 
ſhewn him no more Mercy, than the Bacchanals 
did Orpheus, For if too much Conſtancy may be 
a Fault ſometimes, then want of Conſtancy, and 
Ingratitude after the laſt Favour, is a Crime that 


never will be forgiven. But of Machines, more in 


their proper place; where I ſhall ſhew, with how 


much Judgment they have been uſed by Virgil. 


And in the mean time, paſs to another Article of 
his Defence, on the preſent Subject; where, if I 
cannot clear the Hero, I hope at leaft to bring off 
the Poet; for here I muſt divide their Cauſes. Let 
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Aneas truſt to his Machine, which will only help 
to break his Fall, but the Addreſs is incomparable. 
Plato, who borrowed ſo much from Hamer, and 
yet concluded for the Baniſhment of all Poets, 
would at leaſt have rewarded Virgil, betore he ſent 
him into Exile. But I go farther, and ſay, that 
he ought to be acquitted ; and deſerved beſide, the 
Bounty of Augu/tus, and the Gratitude of the Ro- 
man People. If after this, the Ladies will ſtand 
out, let them remember, that the Jury is not all 
agreed; for Octavia was of his Party, and was of 
the firſt Quality in Rome : ſhe was alſo preſent at 
the reading of the fixth Æneid, and we know not 
that ſhe condemned AÆAneas; but we are ſure ſhe 
preſented the Poet, for his admirable Elegy on her 
Son Marcellus, i 

But let us conſider the ſecret Reaſons which 
Virzil had, for thus framing this noble Epiſode, 
wherein the whole Paſſion of Love is more exactly 
deſcribed, than in any other Poet : Love was the 
Theme of his Fourth Book ; and though it is the 
ſhorteſt of the whole Zueis, yet there he has 
given its beginning, its progreſs, its traverſes, and 
its concluſion : And had exhauſted: ſo entirely this 
Subject, that he could refume it but very ſlighaly 
in the Eight enſuing Books. 

She was warmed with the graceful Appearance 
of the Hero, ſhe ſmothered thoſe Sparkles out of 
Decency, but Converſation blew them up into a 
Flame. Then ſhe was forced to make a Confident 
of her, whom ſhe beſt might truſt, her own Siſter, 
who approves the Paſſion, and- thereby augments 
it; then ſucceeds her publick owuing it; and aiter 


th 4, 


1 


af DEDICATION. 


that, the Conſummation. Of Venus and Fund, 
Jupiter and Mercury, I ſay nothing, for they 
were all machining Work : But Poſſeſſion having 
cooled his Love, as it increaſed hers, ſhe ſoon per- 
ceived the Change, or at leaſt grew ſuſpicious of 
a Change; this Suſpicion ſoon turned to Jealou- 
ty, and Jealouſy to Rage; then ſhe diſdains and 
threatens, and again is humble, and intreats : And 
nothing availing, deſpairs, curſes, and at laſt be- 
comes her own Exccutioner. See here the whole 
Proceſs of that Paſhon, to which nothing: can be 
added, I dare go no farther, leſt I ſhould loſe the 
Connection of my Diſcourſe. 

To love our Native Country, and to ſtudy its 
Benefit and its Glory, to be intereſted in its Con- 
cerns, is natural! to all Men, and is indeed our 
common Duty. A Poet makes a farther ſtep ; for 
endeavouring to do Honour to it, it is allowable in 
him even to be partial in its Cauſe ; for he is nut 
tied to Truth, or fettered by the Laws of Hiſ- 
tory» Hemer and Tuſſo are juſtly praiſed, for 
chooſing their Heroes out of Greece and [taly, 
Virgil indeed made his a Trajan, but it was to de- 
rive the Romans and his own Auguſtus from him; 
but all the three Poets are manifeſtly partial to 
their Heroes, in favour of their Country : For 
Dares Phrygius reports of Hector, that he was 
ſlain cowardiy ; Z#neas, according to the beſt ac- 
count, flew not Mezentius, but was lain by him : 
And the Chronicles of Tray tell us little of that 
Rinaldꝰ d' Ee, who conquers Jeruſalem in Taſſs. 
He might be a Champion of the Church ; but 
we know not that he was ſo much as preſent at 


the 
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the Siege. To apply this to Virgil, he thought 
himſelf engaged in Honour to eſpouſe the Cauſe 
and Quarrel of his Country againſt Carthage. He 
knew he could not pleaſe the Romans better, or 
oblige them more to patronize his Poem, than by 
diſgracing the Foundreſs of that City. He ſhews her 
ungrateful tothe Memoryof her firſt Husband, dote- 
Ing on a Stranger ; enjoyed, and afterwards forſaken 
by him. This was the Original, ſays he, of the im- 
mortal Hatred betwixt the two Rival Nations. 
It is true he colours the Falſhood of Æneas by an 
expreſs Command from Jupiter, to forſake the 
Queen, who hath obliged him : But he knew the 
Romans were to be his Readers, and them he 
bribed, perhaps at the Expence of the Hero's Ho- 
neity, but he gained his Cauſe however; as Plead- 
ing before corrupt Judges. They were content to 
{ce their Founder falfe to Love, for ſtill he had the 
Advantage of the Amour: It was their Enemy whom 
he forſook, and ſhe might have forſaken him, if 
he had not gout the ftart of her : She had already 
forgotten her Vows to her Sichæus; and varium & 
mutabile ſemper Femina, is the ſharpeſt Satire in 
the feweſt Words that ever was made on Woman- 
kind; for both the Adjectives are Neuter, and 
Animal muſt be underſtood, to make them Gram- 
mar. Virgil does well to put thoſe Words into the 
Mouth of Mercury If a God had nit ſpoten them 
neither durſl he have written them, nor I tranſlated 
them. Yet the Deity was forced to coine twice on 
the ſame Errand : And the ſecond time, as much a 
Hero as #neas was, he frighted him. It ſeems he 
feared not Jupiter ſo much as Dido. For your 


Lord- 
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| Lordſhip may obſerve, that as much intent as he 
was upon his Voyage, yet he ſtill delayed it, until 
the Meſſenger was obliged to tell him plainly, that 
if he weighed not Anchor in the Night, the Queen 
would be with him in the Morning. Notumgque 
furens quid Femina poſſit ; ſhe was Injured, ſhe was 
Revengeful, ſhe was Powerful. The Poet had 
likewiſe before hinted, that the People were natu- 
rally perfidious: For he gives their Character in 
the Queen, and makes a Proverb of Puna Fides, 
many Ages before it was invented. 

Thus I hope, my Lord, that I have made good 
my Promiſe, and juſtified the Poet, whatever be- 
comes of the falſe Knight. And ſure a Poet is as 
much privileged to lye, as an Ambaſſador, for the 
Honour and Intereſt of his Country; at leaſt as 
Sir Henry I otton has defined. 

This naturally leads me to the Defence of the 
famous Anachromſm, in making eas and Dido 
Contemporaries. For it is certain that the Hero 

lived almoſt two hundred Vears before the Building 
of Carthage. One who imitates Bacaline, ſays that 
Virgil was accuſed before Apollo for this Error. The 
God ſoon found that he was not able to defend 
his Favourite by Reaſon, for the Caſe was clear : 
He therefore gave this middle Sentence; That any 
thing might be allowed to his Son Virgil, on the 
account of his other Merits; That being a Mo- 
narch he had a diſpenſing Power, and pardoned 
him. But that this ſpecial Act of Grace might never 
be drawn into Example, or pleaded by his puny 
Succeſſors in Juſtification of their Ignorance ; He 
decreed for the future, No Poet ſhould preſume to 


make 
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make a Lady die for Love two hundred Years be- 
fore her Birth. To moralize this Story, Virgil 
is the Apollo, who has this diſpenſing Power. His 
great Judgment made the Laws of Poetry, but he 
never made himſelf a Slave to them: Chronology 
at beſt is but a Cobweb-Law, and he broke through 
it with his weight. They who will imitate him 
wiſely, muſt chooſe, as he did, an obſcure and a 
remote ra, where they may invent at pleaſure, 
and not be eaſily contradicted. Neither he, nor 
the Romans, had ever read the Bible, by which 
only his falſe Computation of Times can be made 
out againſt him. This Segrais fays in his De- 
fence, and proves it from his learned Friend Ba- 
chartus, whole Letter on this Subject he has 
printed at the end of the Fourth Æueid, to which 
I refer your Lordſhip and the Reader. Yet the 
Credit of Virgil was fo great, that he made this 
Fable of his own Invention paſs for an authen- 
tick Hiſtory, or at leaſt as credible as any thing in 
Homer. Ovid takes it up after him, even in the 
ſame Age, and makes an ancient Heroine of Vir- 
gil's new-created Dido; dictates a Letter for her 
juſt before her Death, to the ingrateful Fugitive z 
and very unluckily for himſelf, is for meaſuring a 


Sword with a Man ſo much ſuperior in Force to 


him on the ſame Subject. I think I may be Judge 
of this, becaute I have tranflated both. The fa- 
mous Author of the Art of Love has nothing of 
his own, he borrows all from a greater Maſter in 
his own Profeſſion; and, which is worſe, im- 
proves nothing which he finds. Nature fails him, 


and being forced to his old Shiſt, he has recourſe to 
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Witiciſm. This paſſes indeed with his ſoft Admi- 
rers, and gives him the Preference to Virgil, in 
their Efteem. But let them like for themſelves, 
and not preſcribe to others ; for our Author needs 
not their Admiration. 

The Motives that induced Virgil to coin this 
Fable, I have ſhewed already; and have alſo begun 
to ſhew that he might make this Anachroni/m, by 
ſuperſeding the mechanick Rules of Poetry, for the 


| fame Reaſon, that a Monarch may diſpenſe with, 


or ſuſpend his own Laws, when he finds it ne- 
ceſſary ſo to do; eſpecially if thoſe Laws are not 
altogether fundamental. Nothing is to be called a 
Fault in Poetry, ſays Ari/totle, but what is againſt 
the Art, therefore a Man may be an admirable 
Poet, without being an exact Chronologer. Shall 
we dare, continues Segrais, to condemn Virgil, for 
having made a Fiction againſt the Order of Time, 
when we commend Ovid and other Poets who 
have made many of their Fictions againſt the Or- 
der of Nature? For what are the ſplendid Miracles 
of the Mletamorpheſes? Yet theſe are beautifu! as 


they are related; and have alſo deep learning and 


inſtructive Mythologies couched under them : But 
to give, as Virgil does in this Epiſode, the original 
Cauſe of the long Wars betwixt Rome and Car- 
thage, to draw Truth out of Fiction, after ſo pro- 
bable a Manner, with ſo much Beauty, and fo 
much for the Honour of his Country, was proper 
only to the divine Wit of Mars; and Taſſa, in 
one of his Diſcourſes, admires him for this parti- 
cularly. It is not lawful, indeed, to contradict a 


Point of Hiſtory, which is known to all the 
World ; 
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World; as for Example, to make Hannibal and 
Scipis Contemporaries with Alexander; but in the 
dark Receſſes of Antiquity, a great Poet may and 
ought to feign ſuch Things as he finds not there, 
if they can be brought to embelliſh that Subject 
which he treats. On the other fide, the Pains 
and Diligence of ill Poets is but thrown away, 
when they want the Genius to invent and feign 
agreeably. But if the Fictions be delightfu!, 
(which they always are, if they be natural,) if 


they be of a piece; if the Beginning, the Middle, 


and the End be in their due Places, and artfully 
united to each other, ſuch Works can never tail 
of their deſerved Succeis. And ſuch is /irgi!'s 
Epiſode of Dido and nas; where. the ſoureſt 
Critick muſt acknowledge, That if he had de- 
prived his Aiueis of fo great an Ornament, becauie 
he found no Traces of it in Antiquity, he had 
avoided their unjuſt Ceniure, but had wanted one 
of the greateſt Beauties of his Poem. I ſhall fa; 
more of this in the next Article of their Charge 
again{t him, which is, Want of Invention. In 
the mean time, I may aihrm in honour of this 
Epiſode, that it is not only now eſtecmed the moſt 
pleaſing Entertainment of the Zne:s; but was fo 
accounted in his own Age; and before it was mel- 
lowed into that Reputation, which Lime has given 
it; for which I need produce no other Teſtimony, 
than that of Ovid, his Contemporary, 
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Nec pars ulla magis lenitur de corpore tet . 
Juam 2 legitinio Jeedere JUrC/Us G,. 
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Where by the way, you may obſerve, my Lord, 
that Ovid in thoſe Words, Non legitimo feder 
junctus amor, will by no means allow it to be a 
lawful Marriage betwixt Dido and Aneas: He 
was in Baniſhment when he wrote thoſe Verſes, 
which I cite from his Letter to Augu/ilus : You, 
Sir, ſaith he, have ſent me into Exile for writing 
my Art of Love, and my wanton Elegies; yet 
your own Poet was happy in your good Graces, 
though he brought Dido and Aneas into a Cave, 


and left them there not over-honeſtly together: 


May I be fo bold to aſk your Majeſty, is it a 
greater Fault to teach the Art of unlawful Love, 
than to ſhew it in the Action? But was Ovid the 
Court-Poet fo bad a Courtier, as to find no other 
Plea to excuſe himſelf, than by a plain Accuſa- 
tion of his Maſter ? Virgil confeſſed it was a law- 
ful Marriage betwixt the Lovers, that Funo the 


Goddeſs of Matrimony had ratified it by her Pre- 


ſence : for it was her Buſineſs to bring Matters to 
that Iſſue: That the Ceremonies were ſhort we 
may believe, for D:4 was not only amorous, but 
a Widow. Mercury himſelf, though employed on 
a quite contrary Errand, yet owns it a Marriage 
by an Innuendo Pulchramque uxorius urbem 
extruis, He calls Aneas not only a Huſband, 
but upbraids him for being a fond Huſband, as the 
Word uxorius implies. Now mark a little, if your 
Lordſhip pleaſes, why Virgil is ſo much concerned 
to make this Marriaze, (for he ſeems to be the 
Father of the Bride himſelf, and to give her to 
the Bridegroom) it was to make way for the Di- 
vorce which he intended afterwards; for he was a 

| finer 
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finer Flatterer than Ovid: And I more than con- 
jecture, that he had in his Eye the Divorce, which 
not long before had paſſed betwixt the Emperor 
and Scribania. He drew this Dimple in the Cheek 
of Aneas, to prove Augu/tus of the ſame Family, 
by ſo remarkable a Feature in the fame Place. 
Thus, as we ſay in our homeſpun Engl;/b Proverb, 
He killed two Birds with one Stone; pleaſed the 
Emperor, by giving him the Reſemblance of his 
Anceſtor, and gave him ſuch a Reſemblance as was 
not ſcandalous in that Age. For to leave one Wife 
and take another, was but a matter of Gallantry 
at that time of Day among the Romans. Negue 
hec in feedera veni, is the very Excuſe which 
ZEneas makes when he leaves his Lady. I made 
no ſuch Bargain with you at our Marriage, to live 
always drudging on at Carthage ; my Buſineſs was 
Italy, and I never made a Secret of it. If I took 
my Pleaſure, had not you your thare of it? I leave 
you free at my Departure, to comfort yourſelf with 
the next Stranger who happens to be ſhipwrecked 


on your Coaſt : Be as kind an Hoſteſs as you have 


been to me, and you can never fail of another 
Huſband. In the mean time, I call the Gods to 
witneſs, that I leave your Shore unwillingly ; for 
though Juno made the Marriage, yet Jupiter com- 
mands me to forſake you. This is the Effect ot 
what he faith, when it is diſhonoured out of Latin 
Verſe, into Engliſb Proſe. If the Poet argued not 
aright, we muſt pardon him for a poor blind Hea- 
then, who knew no better Morals, 
I have detained your Lordſhip longer than I 
intended, on this Objection ; which would indeed 
C -3 weigh 
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weigh ſomething in a Spiritual Court; but I am 
not to defend our Poet there. The next I think is 
but a Cavil, though the Cry is great againſt him, 
and hath continued from the Time of Macrabius to 
this preſent Age: I hinted it before. They lay no 
leſs than want of Invention to his Charge: a capi- 
ti] Crime, I muſt acknowledge: for a Poet is a 
Maker, as the Word ſignifics: and he who cannot 
make, that is, invent, hath his Name for nothing. 


That which makes this Accuſation look ſo ſtrange 


at the firſt ſight, is, that he has borrowed fo many 
things from Hamer, Apoliamus Rhodius, and others 
who preceded him. But in the firſt place, if In- 
vention is to be taken in fo ſtrict a Senſe, that the 
Matter of a Poem muſt be wholly new, and that 
in all its Parts; then Scaliger hath made out, faith 
Segrais, that the Hiſtory of Troy was no more the 
Invention of Hemer, than of Virgil. There was 
not an old Woman, or almoſt a Child, but had it 
in their Mouths, before the Greet Poet or his 
Friends digeſted it into this admirable Order in 
which we read it. At this rate, as Salomon hath 
told us, there is nothing new beneath the Sun. 
Who then can paſs for an Inventor, if Hamer, as 


well as Virgil, muſt be deprived of that Glory? Is 


þ erjailles the leſs a New Building, becauſe the Ar- 
chitect of that Palace hath imitated others which 
were built before it? Walls, Doors and Windows, 
Apartments, Offices, Rooms of Convenience and 
Magnificence, are in all great Houſes. So Deſcrip- 
tions, Figures, Fables, and the reſt, muſt be in all 
Heroick Poems ; they are the common Materials 


of Poetry, furniſhed from the Magazine of Nature; 
every 
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every Poet hath as much right to them, as every 
Man hath to Air or Water. Quid prohibetis aquas ? 
uſus communis aquarum g/. But the Argument of 
the Work, that is to ſay, its principal Action, the 
Oeconomy and Diſpoſition of it; theſe are the 
things which diſtinguiſh Copies from Originals. 
The Poet, who borrows nothing from others, is 
yet to be Born; he and the Jett Mefſias will come 
together. There are Parts of the Æneis, which 
reſemble ſome Parts both of the [has and of the 
Oadyſſes: As for Example, Aneas deſcended into 
Hell, and Les had been there before him: Æucas 
loved Dido, and Ulyſſes loved Calypſo: In few 
Words, Virgil hath imitated Homer's Ody/ſes in his 
firſt ſix Books, and in his fix laſt the Ilias. But 
from hence can we infer, that the two Poets write 
the ſame Hiſtory ? Is there no Invention in ſome 
other Parts of Virgil's Aineas * The Diſpoſition of 
ſo many various Matters, is not that his own? 
From what Book of Homer had Virgil his Epiſode 
of Niſus and Uryalus, of Mezentius and Laufus ? 
From whence did he borrow his Defign of bring- 
ing Aneas into [taly® of eſtabliſhing the Raman 
Empire on the Foundations of a Trojan Colony: to 
ſay nothing of the Honour he did his Patron, not 
only in his Deſcent from Yenus, but in making him 
ſo like her in his beſt Features, that the Goddeſs 
might have miſtaken Augu/ius for her Son. He 
had indeed the Story from common Fame, as He- 
mer had his from the Ægyptian Prieſteſs. Anea- 
dum Genetrix was no more unknown to Lucretias, 
than to him. But Lucretius taught him not to 
form his Hero; to give him Piety or Valour for his 

| C 4 Man- 
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Manners: and both in ſo eminent a Degree, that 
having done what was poſſible for Man, to fave 
his King and Country ; his Mother was forced to 
appear to him and reſtrain his Fury, which hurried 
him to Death in their Revenge. But the Poet made 
his Piety more ſucceſsful; he brought off his Father 
and his Son; and his Gods witneſſed to his Devo- 
tion, by putting themſelves under his ProteCtion, to 
be re-placed by him, in their promiſed Italy. Nei- 
ther the Invention, nor the Conduct of this great 
Action, were owing to Homer, or any other Poet. 
It is one thing to copy, and another thing to imi- 
tate from Nature. The Copier is that ſervile Imi- 
tator, to whom Horace gives no better a Name, 
than that of Animal; he will not fo much as allow 
him to be a Man. Raphael imitated Nature; they 
who copy one of Rapbael's Pieces, imitate but him, 
for his Work is their Original. They Tranſlate 
him, as I do Virgil; and fall as ſhort of him, as I 
of Virgil. There is a kind of Invention in the 
Imitation of Raphael; for though the thing was in 
Nature, yet the Idea of it was his own. Uly/ſes 
travelled, ſo did #neas; but neither of them were 
the firſt Travellers: For Cam went into the Land 
of Nod, before they were born: And neither of the | 
Poets ever heard of ſuch a Man. If Les had 

been killed at Troy, yet Aneas muſt have gone to 

Sea, or he could never have arrived in Fah. But 

the Deſigns of the two Poets, were as different as 

the Courſes of their Heroes; one went Home, and 
the other ſought a Home. To return to my firſt 

Similitude. Suppoſe Apelles and Raphael had each 

of them painted a Burning Troy; might not the 
modern 
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modern Painter have ſucceeded as well as the an- 
cient, though neither of them had ſeen the Town 
on fire? For the Draughts of both were taken from 
the Ideas which they bad of Nature. Cities have 
been burnt, before either of them were in Being» 
But to cloſe the Simile as I began it; they would 
not have deſigned it after the ſame manner: Apelles 
would have diſtinguiſhed Pyrrhus from the reſt of 
all the Grecians, and ſhewed him, forcing his En- 
trance into Priam's Palace; there he had ſet him 
in the faireſt Light, and given him the chief Place 
of all his Figures; dir he was a Grecian, and 
he would do Honour to his Country. Raphael, 
who was an Italian, and deſcended from the Tro- 
jant, would have made Areas the Hero of his 
Piece; and perhaps not with his Father on his 
Back ; his Son in one Hand, his Bundle of Gods 
in the other; and his Wife following; (for an Act 
of Piety is not half fo graceful in a Picture, as an 
Act of Cournze:) He would have rather drawn 
him killing Androgeus, or fome other, Hand to 
Hand ; wk the Blaze of the Fires ſhould have 
darted full upon his Face, to make him conſpicuous 
amongſt his Tas. This I think is a juſt Com- 
pariſon betwixt the two Poets, in the Conduct of 
their ſeveral Deſigns. Virgil cannot be ſaid to copy 
Hamer; the Grecian had only the Advantage of 
writing firſt, If it be urged, that I have granted a 
Reſemblance in ſome Parts; yet therein Virgil has 
excelied him. For what are the Tears of Calyp/o 
for being left, to the Fury and Death of Dido? 
Where is there the whole Proceſs of her Paſſion, 
and all its violent Effects to be found, in the lan- 
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guiſhing Epiſcde of the Ody/ſes? If this be a Copy, 
Jet the Criticks| ſhew us the ſame Diſpoſition, 
Features, or Colouring in their Original. The 
like may be ſaid of the Deſcent to Hell ; which 
was not of Homer's Invention neither; he had it 
from. the Story of Orpheus and Eurydice. But to 
what end did Uly//es make that Journey? Aneas 
undertook it by the expreſs Commandment of his 
Father's Ghoſt: There he was to ſhew him all the 
ſucceeding Heroes of his Race: And next to Re- 
mulus, (mark, if you pleaſe, the Addreſs of Virgil) 
his own Patron Augu/tus Cæſar. Anchiſes was like- 
wiſe to inſtruct him, how to manage the Halian 
War, and how to conclude it with his Honour, 
that is, in other Words, to lay the Foundations of 
that Empire which Auguſlus was to govern. This 
is the noble Invention of our Author; but it hath 
been copied by ſo many Sign-poſt Dawbers, that 
now it is grown fullom ; rather by their want of 
Skill, than by the Commonnets. 

In the laſt place I may ſafely grant, that by read- 
ing Hamer, Vril was taught to imitate his Inven- 
tion; that is, to imitate like him: Which is no 
more, than if a Painter ſtudied Rat hal, that he 
might learn to deſign after his Manner. And thus 
I might imitate Virgil, if I were capable of writing 
an Heroick Poem, and yet the Invention be my 
own: but I ſhou!d endeavour to avoid a ſervile Co- 
pying. I would not give the ſame Story under other 
Names, with the ſame Characters, in the ſame Or- 
der, and with the ſame Sequel; for every common. 
Reader to find me out at the firſt ſight for a Pla- 
giary, and cry, This I read before in Virgil, in a 

better 
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better Language, and in better Verſe. This is like 
Merry- Andrew on the low Rope, copying lubberly 
the ſame Tricks, which his Maſter is fo dextrouſfly 
performing on the high. 

I will trouble your Lordſhip but with one Ob- 
jection more; which I know not whether found in 
Le Fevre, or Valais; but I am ſure I have read it 
in another French Critick, whom I will not name, 
becauſe I think it is not much for his Reputation. 
Virgil, in the heat of Action, ſuppoſe for Example, 
in deſcribing the Fury of his Hero in a Battle, 
when he is endeavouring to raiſe our Concernments 
to the higheſt pitch, turns ſhort on the ſudden into 
ſome Similitude, which diverts, ſay they, your 
Attention from the main Subject, and miſpends it 
en ſome trivial Image. He pours cold Water 
into the Caldron, when his Buſineſs is to make 
it boil. 

This Accuſation is general againſt all who would 
be thought Heroick Poets; but I think it touches 
Virgil leſs than any. He is too great a Maſter cf 
his Art, to make a Blot which may to eaſily be hit. 
Similitudes, as I have faid, are not for Tragedy, 
which is all violent, and where the Paſſions are in 
a perpetual Ferment; for there they deaden where 
they ſhould animate; they are not of the nature of 
Dialogue, unleſs in Comedy: A Metaphor is almoſt 
all the Stage can ſuffer, which is a kind of Simili- 
tude comprehended in a Word. But this Figure 
has a contrary effect in Heroick Poetry; there it is 
employed to raiſe the Admiration, which is its pro- 
per Buſineſs. And Admitation is not of fo violent 
a nature as Fear or Hope, Compaſſion or Horror, 


Or 
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or any Concernment we can have for ſuch or ſuch 


a Perſon on the Stage. Not but I confeſs, that 


Similitudes and Deſcriptions, when drawn into an 
unreaſonable length, muſt needs nauſeate the Reader. 
Once I remember, and but once, Virgil makes a 
Similitude of fourteen Lines; and his Deſcription 
of Fame is about the ſame Number. He is blamed 
for both; and I doubt not but he would have con- 
tracted them, had he lived to have reviewed his 
Work : But Faults are no Precedents. This I 
have obſerved of his Similitudes in general, that 
they are not placed, as our unobſerving Criticks 
tell us, in the heat of any Action: But commonly 
in its declining: When he has warmed us in his 
Deſcription, as much as poſſibly he can; then, left 
that Warmth ſhould languiſh, he renews it by 
tome apt Similitude, which illuftrates his Subject, 
and yet palls not his Audience, I need give your 
Lordſhip but one Example of this kind, and leave 
the reſt to your Obſervation, when next you re- 
view the whole Axels in the Original, unblemiſhed 
by my rude Tranſlation. It is in the Firft Book, 
where the Poet deſcribes Neptune compoling the 
Ocean, on which #zlus had raiſed a Tempeſt, 
without his Permiſſion. He had already chidden 
the rebellious Winds for obeying the Commands of 
their uſurping Maſter: He had warned them from 
the Seas: He had beaten down the Billows with his 
Mace; diipel:ed the Clouds, reſtored the Sunſhine, 
while Tritan and Cymothoe were heaving the Ships 
from off the Quick-ſands ; before the Poet would 
ofter at a Similitude for Illuſtration, 


Ac, 
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Ac, veluti magno in populo cum ſæpe coorta eft 
Seditio, ſevitque animis ignobile vulgus, 

Famgque faces, & ſaxa volant, furor arma miniſtrat; 
Tum pietate gravem, ac meritts fi forte virum quem 
Conſpexere, ſilent, arrectiſque auribus ad/tant : 

Ille regit dictis animos, & pectora mulcet : 

Sic cunctus pelagi accidit fragor, æquora poſiquam 
Proſpiciens genitor, cœlaque invectus aperto 

Flectit equos, curruque volans dat lora ſecunds. 


This is the firſt Similitude which Virgil makes in 
this Poem, and one of the longeſt in the whole; 
for which Reaſon I the rather cite it. While the 
Storm was in its Fury, any Alluſion had been im- 
proper; for the Poet could have compared it to no- 
thing more impetuous than itſelf; conſequently he 
could have made no Illuſtration. If he could have 
illuſtrated, it had been an ambitious Ornament out 
of Seaſon, and would have diverted our Concern- 
ment: Nunc, non erat his locus: and therefore he 
deferred it to its proper Place. 

Theſe are the Criticiſms of moſt moment which 
have been made againſt the Ænueis, by the Ancients 
or Moderns. As for the particular Exceptions 
againſt this or that Paſſage, Macrobius and Pen. 
tanus have anſwered them already. If I deſired to 
appear more learned than I am, it had been as eaſy 
for me to have taken their Objections and Solu- 
tions, as it is for a Country Parſon to take the Ex- 
poſitions of the Fathers out of Junius and Tremel- 
lizs, Or not to have named the Authors from 
whence I had them: For ſo Ruæus, otherwiſe a 
moſt judicious Commentator on Virgil's Works, 


has 
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has uſed Pontanus, his greateſt Benefactor; of 
whom he is very ſilent, and I do not remember 
that he once cites him. 

What follows next, is no Objection ; for that 
implies a Fault: And it had been none in Virgil, if 
he had extended the time of his Action beyond a 
Year. At leaſt Aristotle has ſet no preciſe Limits 
to it. Homer's, we know, was within two Months; 
Taſſo I am ſure exceeds not a Summer: and if I 
examined him, perhaps he might be reduced into a 
much leſs Compaſs. Bu leaves it doubtful whe- 
ther Virgils Actions were within the Year, or took 
up ſome Months beyond it. Indeed the whole Diſ- 
pute is of no more Concernment to the common 
Reader, than it is to a Ploughman, whether Febru- 
gry this Year had 28 or 29 Days in it. But for the 
Satisfaction of the more Curious, of which Num- 
ber, I am ſure your Lordſhip is one; I will tranſlate 
what I think convenient out of Segrais, whom 
perhaps you have not read : For he has made it 
highly probable, that the Action of the Aners be- 
zan in the Spring, and was not extended beyond 
the Autumn. And we have known Campaigns 
that have begun ſooner, and have ended later. 

Ronſard and the reſt whom Segrais names, who 
are of opinion that the Action of this Poem takes 
up almoſt a Year and a half; ground their Calcu- 
lation thus. Arnchiſes died in Sicil) at the end of 
Winter, or beginning of the Spring. AEneas, im- 
mediately after the Interment of his Father, puts 
to Sea for Italy. He is ſurprized by the Tempeſt 
deſcribed in the Beginning of the Firſt Book; and 


there it is that the Scene of the Poem opens; and: 
where 
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where the Action muſt commence. He is driven 
by this Storm on the Coaſts of Africt: He ſtays at 
Carthage all that Summer, and almoſt all the 
Winter following: ſets fail again for Italy juſt be- 
fore the Beginning of the Spring ; meets with con- 
trary Winds, and makes Siczly the Second time : 
This part of the Action compleats the Year. Then 
he celebrates the Anniverſary of his Father's Fu- 
neral, and ſhortly after arrives at Cume, and from 
thence his time is taken up in his firſt Treaty with 
Latinus; the Overture of the War ; the Siege of 
his Camp by Turnus; his going for Succours to re- 
lieve it : His Return : The railing of the Siege by 
the firſt Battle: the twelve Days Truce: The 
ſecond Battle: The Afﬀault of Laurentum, and the 
ſingle Fight with Turnus; all which, they ſay, 
cannot take up leſs than four or five Months more; 
by which Account we cannot ſuppoſe the intire 
Action to be contained in a much leſs compaſs than 
a Year and half. 

Segrais reckons another way; and his Computa- 
tion is not condemned by the learned Ruæus, who 
compiled and publiſhed the Commentaries on our 
Poet, which we call the Dauphin's Virgil. 

He allows the Time of the Year when Auchiſes 
died, to be in the latter end of Winter, or the be- 
ginning of the Spring ; he acknowledges that when 
AEneas is firſt ſeen at Sea afterwards, and is driven 
by the Tempeſt on the Coaſt of A ic, is the 
Time when the Action is naturally to begin: He 
confeſſes farther, that Æneas left Carthage in the 
latter end of Winter; for Did tells him in expreſs. 
terms, as an Argument for his longer Stay, 

Quine 
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But whereas Ronſard's Followers ſuppoſe that 
when Areas had buried his Father, he ſet fail im- 
mediately for /taly, (though the Tempeſt drove him 
on the Coaſt of Carthage,) Segrais will by no 
means allow that Suppoſition; but thinks it much 
more probable that he remained in $8: till the 
midſt of Fuly, or the beginning of Auguft ; at which 
time he places the firſt Appearance of his Hero on 
the ſea ; and there opens the Action of the Poem. 
From which Beginning, to the Death of Turnus, 
which concludes the Action, there need not be 
ſuppoſed above ten Months of intermediate Time : 
For arriving at Carthage in the latter end of Sum- 
mer ; ſtaying there the Winter following ; depart- 
ing thence in the very beginning. of the Spring ; 
making a ſhort Abode in Sicih the ſecond time, 
landing in /taly, and making the War, may be 
reaſonably judged the Buſineſs but of ten Months, 
To this the Rov/ardians reply, that having been 
for ſeven Years before in queſt of /taly, and having 
no more to do in $S:c/y, than to inter his Father; 
after that Office was performed, what remained for 
him, but, without delay, to purſue his firſt Adven- 
ture? To which Segrais anſwers, that the Obſe- 
quies of his Father, according to the Rites of the 
Greeks and KR:mans, would detain him for many 
Days : That a longer time muſt be taken up in the 
refitting of his Ships, after ſo tedious a Voyage; 
and in refreſhing his weather-beaten Soldiers on 
a friendly Coaſt. Theſe indeed are but Suppoſi- 
tions on both Sides, yet thoſe of Segrais ſeem better 

grounded. 
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grounded. For the Feaſt of Dido, when ſhe enter- 
tained Aneas firſt, has the Appearance of a Sum- 
mer's Night, which ſeems already almoſt ended, 
when he begins his Story : Therefore the Love was 
made in Autumn ; the Hunting followed properly, 
when the Heats of that ſcorching Country were de- 
clining : The Winter was paſſed in Jollity, as the 
Seaſon and their Love required; and he left her in 
the latter end of Winter, as is already proved. 
This Opinion is fortified by the Arrival of Aneas 
at the Mouth of Tiber; which marks the Seaſon 
of the Spring; that Seaſon being perfectly deſcribed 
by the Singing of the Birds, ſaluting the Dawn; 
and by the Beauty of the Place: Which the Poet 


ſeems to have painted expreſly in the Seventh 
AEneid : 


Aurora in roſeis fulgebat lutea bigts, 
Cum venti poſuere ; variæ circumgue, ſupraque 
Aſjuete ripis volucres, & fluminis alueo, 


Athera mulcebant cantu. 


The Remainder of the Action required but three 
Months more; for when #neas went for Succour 
to the Tuſcans, he found their Army in a Readi- 
neſs to march ; and wanting only a Commander : 
So that according to this Calculation, the Aners 
takes not up above a Year compleat, and may be 
comprehended in leſs compaſs. 

This, amongſt other Circumſtances, treated more 
at large by Segrais, agrees with the riſing of Orion, 
which cauſed the Tempeſt, deſcribed in the Begin- 
ning of the Firſt Book. By ſome Paſſages in the 
Paſtorals, but more particularly in the Georgics. 
| OUT 
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our Poet is found to be an vad, Afronomer, ac- 
cording to the Knowledge of that Age. Now Ho- 
neus (whom Virgil twice c in Embaſkes, as 
the beſt Speaker of the 7rqa::) attributes that 
Tempeſt to Orion in his Speech to D, 


Cum ſubits aſſurgens fluctu nimbeſus Orion. 


He muſt mean either the Heliacal or Achronical 
Riſing of that Sign, The Heliacal Rinng of a 
Conſtellation, is when it comes from under the 
Rays of the Sun, and begins to appear before Day- 
light. The Achronical Riſing, on the contrary, is 
when it appears at the cloſe of the Day, and in 
Oppoſition of the Sun's diurnal Courſe. 

The Zeliacal Riſing of Orton, is at preſent com- 
puted to be about the fixth of July; and about that 


time it is, that he either cauſes, or preſages Tem- 
peſts on the Seas. 


Segrais has obſerved farther, that when Anna 
counſels Dido to ſtay Aneas during the Winter; 
ſhe ſpeaks alſo of Orion. 


Dum pelago deſcvit hyems, & aquoſus Orion. 


If therefore Ilioneus, according to our Suppoſt- 
tion, underſtand the Heliacal Riſing of Orion: 
Anna muſt mean the Achronical, which the diffe- 
rent Epithets given to that Conſtellation, ſeem to 
manifeſt. Ilianeus calls him nimboſus: Anna, aqua- 
fus. He is tempeſtuous in the Summer when he 
riſes heliacally, and rainy in the Winter when he 
riſes achronically, Your Lordſhip will pardon me 
for the frequent Repetition of theſe cant Words ; 
which I could not avoid in this Abbreviation of 

Segrais ; 
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Segrais; who I think deſerves no little Commenda- 
tion in this new Criticiſm. I have yet a Word or 
two to ſay of Virgu's Machines, from my own 
Obſervation of them. He has Imitated thoſe of 
Homer, but not copied them. It was eſtabliſhed 
long before this Time, in the Roman Religion as 
well as in the Greet, that there were Gods; and 
both Nations, for the moſt part, worſhipped the 
ſame Deities; as did alſo the Trans From whom 
the Romars, I ſuppoſe, would rather be thought to 
derive the Rites of their Religion, than from the 
Grecians ; becauſe they thought themſelves deſcend- 
ed from them. Each of thoſe Gods had bis proper 
Office, and the chief of them their particular At- 
tendants. Thus Jupiter had in Propriety, Gany- 
mede and Mercury ; and Juno had Tris. It was not 
for Virgil then to create new Miniſters : he muſt 
take what he found in his Religion, It cannot 
therefore be ſaid that he borrowed them from He- 
mer, any more than Appallo, Diana, and the reſt, 
whom he uſes as he finds occaſion for them, as the 
Grecian Poet did: But he invents the Occaſions for 
which he uſes them. Fenus, after the Deſtrution 
of Troy, had gained Neptune intirely to her Party ; 
therefore we find him buſy in the beginning of the 
neis, to calm the Tempeſt raiſed by Zolus, and 
aſterwards conducting the Trojan Fleet to Cumæ in 
Safety, with the loſs only of their Pilot ; for whom 
he bargains. I name thoſe two Examples amongſt 
a hundred which I omit; to prove that Virgil, ge- 
nerally ſpeaking, employed his- Machines in per- 
forming thoſe things which might poſhbly have 
been done without them, What more frequent 

than 
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than a Storm at Sea, upon the rifing of Orion? 
What wonder, if amongſt ſo many Ships there 
ſhould one be overſet, which was commanded by 
Orentes ; though half the Winds had not been 
there, which Haolus employed? Might not Polinu- 
rus, without a Miracle, fall aſleep, and drop into 
the Sea, having been over-wearied with watching, 
and ſecure of a quiet paſſage, by his Obſervation of 
the Skies; at leaſt Aneas, who knew nothing of 
the Machine of Somnus, takes it plainly in this Senſe : 


O nimium Cel & Pelago confiſe ſerens, 


Nudus in ignota Palinure jacebis arend. 


But Machines ſometimes are ſpecious things to 
amuſe the Reader, and give a colour of Probabi- 
lity to things otherwiſe incredible. And beſides, it 
ſoothed the Vanity of the Romans, to find the Gods 
ſo vifibly concerned in all the Actions of their Pre- 
deceſſors. We who are better taught by our Re- 
ligion, yet own every wonderful Accident which 
befals us for the beſt, to be brought to paſs by ſome 
ſpecial Providence of Almighty God ; and by the 
Care of Guardian Angels: And from hence I 
might infer, that no Heroick Poem can be writ 
on the Epicurean Principles, Which I could eafily 
demonſtrate, it there were need to prove it, or J 
had leiſure. 

When Venus opens the Eyes of her Son Aineas, 
to behold the Gods who combated againft Troy, in 
that fatal Night when it was ſurpriſed ; we ſhare 
the Pleaſure of that glorious Viſion, (which 74% 
has not ill copied in the ſacking of Feru/alem.) But 
the Greeks had done their Buſineſs ; though nei- 
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ther Neptune, uns, or Pallas, had given them 
their divine Aſſiſtance. The moſt crude Machine 
which Virgil uſes, is in the Epiſade of Camilla, 
where Opis by the Command of her Miſtreſs kills 
Aruns. The next is in the Twelfth Ane:d, where 
Venus cures her Son Aneas. But in the laſt of 
theſe, the Poet was driven to a Neceflity ; for 
Turnus was to be ſlain that very Day; and Aneas, 
wounded as he was, could not have engaged him 
in ſingle Combat, unleſs his Hurt had been mi- 
raculoufly healed. And the Poet had conſidered, that 
the Dittany which ſhe brought from Crete, could 
not have wrought ſo ſpeedy an Effect, without the 
Juice of Ambroſia, which ſhe mingled with it. 
After all, that his Machine might not ſeem too vio- 
lent, we ſee the Hero limping after Turnus. The 
Wound was skinned; but the ſtrength of his Thigh 
was not reſtored. But what Reaſon had our Au- 
thor to wound Aneas at fo critical a Time? And 
how came the Cuiſſes to be worſe tempered than 
the reſt of his Armour, which was all wrought by 
Vulcan and his Journeymen ? Theſe Difficulties are 
not eaſily to be ſolved, without confeſſing that Vir- 
gil had not Life enough to correct his Work: Though 
he had reviewed it, and found thoſe Errors which 
he reſolved to mend ; but being prevented by 
Death, and not willing to leave an imper- 
fea Work behind him, he ordained, by his laſt 
Teſtament, that his Mneis ſhould be burned. As 
for the Death of Aruns, who was ſhot by a God- 
deſs, the Machine was not altogether fo outrage» 
ous, as the wounding Mars and Jenus by the 
Sword of Diomedes, Two Divinities, one would 

have 
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have thought, might have pleaded their Preroga- 
tive of Impaſſibility, or at leaſt not have been 
wounded by any mortal Hand. Beſide that the 
3x»p which they ſhed, were fo very like our com- 
mon blood, that it was not to be diſtinguiſhed 
from it, but only by the name and colour. As for 

what Harace ſays in his Art of Poetry, that no 
Machines are to be uſed, unleſs on ſome extraor- 


dinary Occaſion, 
Nec Deus inter/at, niſi dignus vindice nodus. 


That Rule is to be applied to the Theatre, of 
which he is then ſpeaking ; and means no more 
than this, that when the Knot of the Play is to be 
untied, and no other way is left, for making the 
Diſcovery ; then and not otherwiſe, let a God de- 
ſcend upon a Rope, and clear the Buſineſs to the 
Audience: But this has no Relation to the Ma- 
chines which are uſed in an Epick Poem. 

In the laſt place, for the Dura, or flying Peſt, 
which flapping on the Shield of Turnus, and flut- 
tering about his Head, diſheartened him in the 
Duel, and preſaged to him his approaching Death, 
TI might have placed it more properly amongſt the 
Objections. For the Criticks, who lay want of 
Courage to the Charge of Virgil's Hero, quote 
this Paſſage as a main Proof of their Aſſertion. 
They fay our Author had not only ſecured him 
before the Duel, but alſo in the beginning of it, 
had given him the Advantage in impenetrable 
Arms, and in his Sword: (for that of Turnus was 
not his own, which was forged by Vulcan for his 


Father) but a Weapon which he had ſnatched in 
| haſte, 
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haſte, and, by miſtake, belonging to his Charioteer 
Metiſcus, That after all this, Jupiter, who was 
partial to the Trejan, and diſtruſtful of the Event, 
though he had hung the Balance, and given it a 
jog of his Hand to weigh down Turnus, thought 
convenient to give the Fates a collateral Security 
by ſending the Screech-Owl to diſcourage him. For 
which they quote theſe Words of Virgil. 


— Non me tua turbida Virtus 


Terret, ait; Dii me terrent, & Jupiter Hollis. 


In anſwer to which, I ſay, that this Machine is 
one of thoſe which the Poet uſes only for Orna- 
ment, and not out of Neceſſity. Nothing can be 
more Beautiful, or more Poetical than this De- 
ſcription of the three Dire, or the ſetting of the 
Balance, which our Milton has borrowed from him, 
but employed to a different End: For firſt he 
makes God Almighty ſet the Scales for St. Ga- 
briel and Satan, when he knew no Combat was to 
follow: then he makes the good Angel's Scale de- 
ſcend, and the Devil's mount; quite contrary ta 
Virgil, if I have tranſlated the three Verſes accord- 
ing to my Author's Senſe. 


Jupiter ipſe duas æquato examine lances 
Suſlinet; & fata imponit diverſa duorum : 
Duem dannet laber, & quo vergat pondere lethum. 


For I have taken theſe Words Quem damnet la- 
ber, in the Senſe which Virgil gives them in ano- 
ther place; Damnabis tu quoque votis; to ſignify 
a proſperous Event. Yet I dare not condemn fo 
creat a Genius as Milton: For I am much miſ- 
| taken 
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taken if he alludes not to the Text in Daniel, 


where Baiſhazzar was put into the Balance, and 
found too light. This is Digreſſion, and I return 
to my Subject. I ſaid above, that theſe two Ma- 
chines of the Balance, and the Dira, were only 
Ornamental, and that the Succeſs of the Duel had 
been the ſame without them. For when nens 
and Turnus ſtocd fronting each other before the 
Altar, Turnus looked dejected, and his Colour 
faded in his Face, as if he deſponded of the Vic- 
tory before the Fight ; and not only he, but all 
his Party, when the Strength of the two Cham- 
pions was judged by the Proportion of their Limbs, 
concluded it was impar pugna, and that their Chief 
was over-matched. W hereupon Futurna, (who was 
of the ſame Opinion) took this Opportunity to 
break the Treaty and renew the War. Juno her- 
ſelf had plainly told the Nymph beforehand, that 
her Brother was to fight. 


Imparibus fats; nec Diis, nec viribus quis ; 


So that there was no need of an Apparition to 
fright Turnus, he had the Prefage within himſelf of 
his impending Deſtiny. The Dira only ſerved to 
confirm him in his firſt Opinion, that it was his 
Deſtiny to die in the enſuing Combat. And in this 
Senſe are thoſe Words of Virgil to be taken; 


Non me tua turbida virtus 
Terret, ait; Dii me terrent, & Jupiter heſtis. 


I doubt not but the Adverb (um is to be un- 
derſtood; it is not your Valour only that gives me 
this Concernment; but I find alſo, by this Por- 


tent 
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tent, that Jupiter is my Enemy. For Turnus fled 
before, when his firſt Sword was broken, till his 


Siſter ſupplied him with a better; which indeed he 
could not uſe; becauſe Zneas kept him at a diſtance 
with his Spear. I wonder Ru@us ſaw not this, 
where he charges his Author fo unjuſtly, for giving 
Turnus a ſecond Sword, to no purpoſe. How could 
he faſten a Blow, or make a Thruſt, when he was 
not ſuffered to approach? Beſides, the chief Errand 
of the Dira, was to warn Juturna from the Field, 
for ſhe could have brought the Chariot again, when 
ſhe ſaw her Brother worſted in the Duel. I might 
farther add, that Aneas was ſo eager in the Fight, 
that he left the City, now almoſt in his Poſſeſſion, 
to decide his Quarrel with Turnus by the Sword: 
Whereas Turnus had manifeſtly declined the Com- 
bat, and ſuffered his Siſter to convey him as far 
from the reach of his Enemy as ſhe could. I ſay, 
not only ſuffered her, but conſented to it; for it is 
plain he knew her, by theſe Words: 


O fror & dudum agnovi, cum prima per arten 
Federa turlaſti, tequs hc iu bella dediſti; 
Et nunc nequicquam fallis Dea, 


I have dwelt fo long on this Subject, that I muſt 
contract what I have to ſay, in reference to m 
Tranſlation : Unleſs I would ſwell my Preface into 
a Volume, and make it formidable to your Lord- 
ſhip, when you ſee ſo many Pages yet behind. 
And indeed what I have already written, either in 
Juſtification or Praiſe of I irgil, is againſt myſelf , 
for preſuming to copy, in my coarſe Engliſb, the 
Thoughts and beautiful Expreſſions of this inimi- 
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table Poet; Who flouriſhed in an Age when his 
Language was brought to its laſt Perfection, for 
which it was particularly owing to him and He- 
race, 1 will give your Lordihip my Opinion, that 
thote two Friends had contuircd each other's Judy- 
ment, wherein they ſhould endeavour to excel; and 
they ſeem to have pitched on Propriety of Thought, 
Elegance of Words, and Harmony of Numbers. 
According to this Mlodel; Hyrace writ his Gdes 
and Epods: For his Satires and Efriſiies, be 
intended wholly for Inſtruction, required another 


S499 > 4 
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Ornari res iþja negat, contenta- deceri. 


And therefore, as he himielf profcttc are Fer- 
nan propuera, nearer Proſe than Verſe. But Virgil, 
who never atiempted the Lyrick Verſe, is every 
nere elegant, ſweet and flowing in his Afoxumeters, 
His Words are not only choien, out the Places in 
which he ranks them for the Sound; he who tes 


moves them from th — Station Wnereinm tmneirt Kalter 


ſet them, ſpoils the Harmonv. What he favs of 
the S. 45. Propheci es, may be as properly applied 
to every W. ord of his: They muit de read, in oder 
as they lie; the leaſt Breath cticompoales them, and 
ſomewhat of their Divinity. is leit. I-cannot boaſt 
that I have been thus exact in my Verſes, but I 
have en Jeavoured to follow [tie Fx ample of 

Maſter: And am the fuft Zngi: main, perhaps, who 
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F could. For wherever that is uſed, it gives a 
Roughneſs to the Verſe; of which we can have 
little Need, in a Language which is over-ftocked 
with Conſonants. Such is not the Latm, where the 
Vowels and Conſonants are mixed in Proportion to 
each other: Yet /:rgil judged the Vowels to have 
ſomewhat of an Over-balance, and therefore tem- 
pers their Sweetneſs with Cyſura's, Such Difference 
there is in Tongues, that the ſame Figure 3 
roughens one, gives Majeſty to another: And tha 
was it which Virgil ſtudied in his Verſes. aer 
uſes it but rarely; and hence it is that this Verſifi- 
cation cannot ſo properly be 01 


Sweet, as 
8 "wy #4 * - 8 „ 3 + % 2 
Lu! Cious. [ ie Hat un Are forced us Nn Iii, Once 0 


twice in every Line, becauſe they have a Redun- 
dancy of Vowels in their ! anguage. Their Metal 
is fo ſolt, that it will not coin without Alloy to 
harden it. On the other ſide, for the Reaſon, al- 
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upon him; I bo teaches himſelf, has a Fool for his 
Maſter. 

Virgil employed eleven Years upon his Afners, 
yet he left it, as he thought himſelf, imperfect. 
Which when I ſeriouſly conſider, I wiſh, that in- 
ſtead of three Years which I have ſpent in the 
Tranſlation of his Works, I had four Years more 
allowed me to correct my Errors, that I might 
make my Verſion ſomewhat more tolerable than it 
is. For a Poet cannot have too great a Reverence 
for his Readers, if he expects his Labours ſhould 
ſurvive him. Yet I will neither plead my Age nor 
Sickneſs, in excuſe of the Faults which I have 
made: That I wanted Time, is all that I have to 
ſay. For ſome of my Subſcribers grew ſo clamorous, 
that I could no longer defer the Publication. I 
hope from the Candour of your Lordſhip, and 
your often experienced Goodneſs to me, that if the 
Faults are not too many, you will make Allowances 
with Horace; 


Si plura nitent in Carmine, non ego paucts 
Offenaar maculis, quas aut incuria fudit 
Aut humana parum cavit natura. 


You may pleaſe alſo to obſerve, that there is not, 
to the beſt of my Remembrance, one Vowel gaping 
on another for want of a Cæſura, in this whole 
Poem. But where a Vowel ends a Word, the next 
begins either with a Conſonant, or what is its equi- 
valent; for our /F and H aſpirate, and our Diph- 
thongs are plainly ſuch; The greateſt Latitude I 
take is in the Letter Y, when it concludes a Word, 
and the firſt Syllable of the next begins with a 

Vowel, 
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Vowel. Neither need I have called this a Latitude, 
which is only an Explanation of this general Rule: 
That no Vowel can be cut off before another» 
when we cannot fink the Pronunciation of it; as 
He, She, Me, I, &c. Virgil thinks it ſometimes a 
Beauty to imitate the Licence of the Greeks, and 
leave two Vowels opening on each other, as in that 


Verſe of the Third Paſtoral, 
Et ſuccus pecori, & lac ſubducitur agnis. 


But, nobis non licet oe tam diſertis. At leaſt, if 
we ſtudy to refine our Numbers. I have long had 
by me the Materials of an Engliſh Proſeaia, con- 
taining all the Mechanical Rules of Verſification, 
wherein I have treated with ſome Exactneſs of the 
Feet, the Quantities, and the Pauſes. The French 
and [talians know nothing of the two firſt ; at leaſt 
their beſt Poets have not practiſed them, As for 
the Pauſes, Mulberb firſt brought them into Þ ance, 
within this laſt Century: And we ſee how they 
adorn their Al-xandrians. But as Virgil propounds 
a Riddle which he leaves unſolved : 


Dic quibus in terris, inſcripti nomina Regum 


Naſcantur flires, & Phyllida ſalus habeto. 


So I will give your Lordſhip another, and leave 
the Expoſition of it to your acute Judgment. I 
am ſure there are few who make Verſes, have 
obſerved the Sweetneſs of theſe two Lines in 


Co 2PErs Hill. 


Though deep, yet clear; theugb gentle, yet not dull; 
S.rong without Rage, without oderfowing full, 
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And there are yet fewer who can find the Reaſon 
of that Sweetneſs. I have given it to ſome of my 
Friends in Converſation, and they have allowed 
the Criticiſm to be juſt. But fince the evil of falſe 
Quantities is difficult to be cured in any modern 
Language; ſince the French and the [alians, as 
well as we, are yet ignorant what Feet are to be 
uſed in Heroick Poetry; fince | have not ſtrictly 
0 
others; ſince I pretend to no Dictatorſhip among 
my Fellow- Poets; lince if I ſhould inſtruct ſome 
of them to make well-running Verſes, they want 
Genius to give them Strength as well as Sweetneſs: 
And above all, fince your Lordſhip has adviſed me 
not to publiſh that Little which I know, I look on 
your Counſel as your Command, which I ſhall ob- 
terve inviolably, till you ſhall pleaſe to revoke it, 
and leave me at liberty to make my Thoughts 
publick. In the mean time, that I may arrozate 
nothing to myſelf, I muſt acknowledge that Jug 
in Latin, and Spencer in Engliſh, have been my 
Maſters. Spencer has alſo given me the Boldneſs 
to make uſe ſometimes of nis Alexandrian Line, 
which we call, though improperly, the Pindarich; 
becauſe Mr. Cnuiry has often employed it in his 
Odes. It adds a certain Miajcity to the Verſe, when 
it is uſed with Judgment, and tops the Seafe from 
overflowing into another Line. Formerly the 
French, like us, and the Italian, had but five Feet, 
or ten Syllables in their Heroick Verſe : But fince 
Ronſard's Time, as I ſuppoſe, they found their 
Tongue too weak to ſupport their Epick Poetry, 
without the Addition of another Foot, That in- 

deed 


blerved thoſe Rules myſelf, which I can teach 
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deed has given it ſomewhat of the Run, Ho Mea- 
ture of a Trimet »; but it runs with more Activity 
than Strengt 1 heir Language is not ſtrung with 


Nimb! . ot 


DInews . our Engiiſh. It has the 
a CGrayhound, but not the Bulk and Body of a 
Naſtift. Our Men and our Verles overbear them 

their Weight; and Paudere non Numero, is the 


Zet Nlotto. have ſet up Purity for 


— 
3 
Mo 
— 
A 
7 


the Standard of their Langunge; and a matculine 
Vigour is that of ours. I. ixe their Longus is the 
Genus of their Posts, licht and Willing in cginpa— 
tiſon of the Engl; more proper for dunrets, Ma- 
drigals, and Elegies, than Fleroick Foctty. The 
Turn on Thoughts and Words is their chief Va- 
ent, but the Ep ck Poem is too ſtately to receive 
tho'e little Ornaments. T he Painters draw their 
Nymphs in thin and airy Habits, but the weight of 
Gold and of Embroideries is reſerved for Qucens 
and Goddeſſes. Vigil is never frequent in thoſe 
Turns, like Ovid, but much more ſparing of 
them in his nas, than in his Pa/irals and 
Gear? 


Irgjuenda qudem, ferent ft 1gnoſcere manecs. 


That Turn is beautiful indeed ; but he employs 


it in the Story of Orpheus and Eur ydice, not in his 


great Poem. I have uſed that Licence in his Æneis 
lometimes: But I own it as my Fault. It was 
given to thoſe who underſtand no better, It is like 
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Schitdirumttie be dem, ſenubodemque Drum. 


The Poet found it before his Criticks, but it was 
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a darling Sin which he would not be perſuaded to 
reform. The want of Genius, of which I have 
accuſed the French, is laid to their Charge by one 
of their own great Authors, though I have forgotten 
his Name, and where I read it. If Rewards could 
make good Poets, their great Maſter has not been 
wanting on his part in his bountiful Encourage- 
ments: For he is wiſe enough to imitate Augu/tus, 
it he had a Hare. The Triumvuir and Proſcriber 
had deſcended to us in a more hideous Form than 
they now appear, if the Emperor had not taken 
care to make Friends of him and Horace. I confels 
the Baniſhment of Ovid was a Blot in his Eſ- 
cutcheon, yet he was only baniſhed, and who 
knows but his Crime was capital, and then his 
Exile was a Favour? Aro, who, with all his 
Faults, muſt be acknowledged a great Poet, has 
put theſe Words into the Mouth of an Evangeliſt, 
but whether they will paſs for Goſpel now, I can- 
not tell. 


Nen fu ſi fanto ni benigno Auguſto, 
Come la tuba di Virgilio ſuona; 
L'haver havuto in poefia buon guſto, 


La proſcrittione inigua gli parddena. 


But Heroick Poetry is not of the Growth of 
France, as it might be of England, if it were cul- 
tivated. Spencer wanted only to have read the 
Rules of Beſu; for no Man was ever born with a 
greater Genius, or had more Knowledge to ſupport 
it. But the Performance of the French is not equal 
to their Skill: and hitherto we have wanted Skill to 
perform better. Segrais, whoſe Preface is ſo won- 

derfully 
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derfully good, yet is wholly deſtitute of Elevation; 
though his Verſion is much better than that of the 
two Brothers, or any of the reſt who have attempt- 
ed Virgil. Hannibal Cars is a great Name amongſt 
the Italians, yet his Tranſlation of the AEners is 
moſt ſcandalouſly mean, though he has taken the 
Advantage of writing in Blank Verſe, and freed 
himſelf from the Shackles of modern Rhime: (if it 
be modern, for Le Clerc has told us lately, and 1 
believe has made it out, that David's Plalms were 
written in as arrant Rhime, as they are tranſlated. ) 
Now if a Muſe cannot run when ſhe is unfettered, 
it is a ſign ſhe has but little Speed. I will not make 
a Digreſſion here, though I am ſtrangely tempted 
to it; but will only ſay, that he who can write well 
in Rhime, may write better in Blank Verſe. Rhime 
is certainly a Conſtraint even to the beſt Poets, and 
thoſe who make it with moſt eaſe; though perhaps 
I have as little reaſon to complain of that Hardſhip 
as any Man, excepting Quarles, and Mitbers. 
What it adds to Sweetneſs, it takes away from 
Senſe; and he who loſes the leaft by it, may be 
called a Gainer: It often makes us ſwerve from an 
Author's Meaning. As if a Mark be ſet up for 
an Archer at a great diſtance, let him aim as ex- 
actly as he can, the leaſt Wind will take his Ar- 
row, and divert it from the White. I return to 
our Italian Tranſlator of the Aners : He is a Foot- 
Poet, he Jacquies by the Side of Vigil at the beſt, 
but never mounts behind him. Doctor Marelli, 
who is no mean Critick in our Poetry, and there- 
fore may be preſumed to be a better in his own 
Language, has confirmed me in this Opinion by 
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his Judgment, and thinks withal, that he has often 
miſtaken his Maſter's Senſe. I would lay fo, if I 
curit, but am afraid I have committed the ſame 
Fault more often, and more grofly : For I have 
foriaken Ruæus, (whom generally I follow) in 
many Places, and made Expoſitions of my on in 
tome, quite contrary to him. Of which I will give 
but two Examples, becauſe they are fo neut cach 
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have given this Place another Expoſition, that he 
turned his Eyes from the Field of Combat, that he 
might not behold a Sight ſo unpleaſing to him. 
The Word Reæjicit I know will admit of both 
Senſes; but Jupiter having confeſſæd that he could 
not alter Fate, and being grieved he could not, in 

onſideration of Hercules, it ſeems to me that he 
ſhould avert his Eyes, rather than take Pleaſure in 
the Snectacle. But of this I am not fo confident 
as the other, though I think I have followed Virgil's 


e 
SC! * 


What I have ſaid, though it has the face of Ar- 
rogance, vet is intended for the Honour of my 
Country z and therefore I will boldly own, that 
this Eugiiſb Tranſlation has more of Vir vil's Spirit 
in it, than either the French, or the * Some 
of our Countrymen have tranſlated Epiſodes, and 
other Parts of /irg:!, with great Succeſs. As par- 
ticularly your Lordſhip, whoſe Vet ſion of Orpheus 
and Euridice is eminently good. Amongſt the dead 
Authors, the Syenus of my Lord Rec cannot 


be too much commended, I fay nothine of Sir 
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John Denham, Alr. 1} alter, and Mr. Cawley, it is 


the utmoſt of my Ambition to be thought their 
qual, or not to b 
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ſome others of 


e much injerior to them, and 
the Living. But it is one thing ta 
take pains on a Fragment, and tranflate it perſectly, 
and another thing to have the eigut of a whole 
Author on my Shotdders. Lu „ho believe the 
Burden light, let them attempt the - vurth, Sixth, 
or Eighth A aan the Firſt or Fourth Grorgic; 
whit amongit the AZweds, the Fourth, the Fifth, 
ic Seventh, the Nin 1th, the Tenth, the Elevench, 
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or the Twelfth ; for in theſe I think I have fuc- 
ceeded belt. 

Long before I undertook this Work, I was no 
Stranger to the Original. I had alſo ſtudied Virgil's 
Defign, his Diſpoſition of it, his Manners, his 
judicious Management of the Figures, the ſober 
Retrenchments of his Senſe, which always leaves 
ſomewhat to gratify our Imagination, on which it 


may enlarge at Pleaſure; but, above all, the Ele- 


gance of his Exprefſion, and the Harmony of his 
Numbers. For, as I have ſaid in a former Differ- 
tation, the Words are in Poetry, what the Colours 
are in Painting. If the Deſign be good, and the 
Draught be true, the Colouring is the firſt Beauty 
that ſtrikes the Eye. Spencer and Milton are the 
neareit in Eng/yh, to Virgil and Homer in the La- 
tin; and I have endeavoured to form my Style in 
imitating their Maſters, I will further own to you, 
my Lord, that my chief Ambition is to pleaſe 
thole Readers who have Diſcernment enough to 
prefer Jirgil before any other Poet in the Latin 
Tongue. Such Spirits as he deſired to pleaſe, ſuch 
would I chooſe for my Judges, and would ſtand or 
fall by them alone. Segrars has diſtinguiſhed the 
Readers of Poetry, according to their Capacity of 
judging, into three Claſſes: (He might have ſaid 
the fame of Writers too, if he had pleaſed.) In the 
loweſt Form he places thoſe whom he calls Les Pe- 
1175 Ejprits: Such things as are our Upper-Gallery 
Audience in a Playhouſe: who like nothing but the 
Huſk and Rind of Wit; prefer a Quibble, a Con- 
ceit, an Epigram, before folid Senſe, and elegant 
Expreſſion : Theſe are Mob-Readers : If Virgil and 
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Martial ſtood for Parliament Men, we know al- 
ready who would carry it. But though they make the 
greateſt Appearance in the Field, and cry the loudeſt, 
the beſt on it is, they are but a fort of Prench- Hu- 
gonots, or Dutch- Boors, brought over in Herds, but 
not naturalized : who have not Land of two Pounds 
per Annum in Parnaſſus, and theretore are not pri- 
vileged to Poll. Their Authors are of the ſame level; 
fit to reprefent them on a Mountebank's-Stage, or 
to be Maſters of the Ceremonies in a Bear-Garden. 
Yet theſe are they who have the molt Admirers. 
But it often happens, to their Mortification, that 
as their Readers improve their Stock of Senſe, (as 
they may by reading better Books, a::d by Conver- 
ſation with Men of Judgement,) they ſoon forſake 
them : And when the Torrent from the Mountains 
falls no more, the ſwelling Writer is reduced into 
his ſhailow Bed, like the Menganares at Madrid, 
with ſcarce Water to moiſten his own Pebbles. 
There are a middle fort of Readers, {as we hold 
there is a middle State of Souls) ſuch as have a far- 
ther inſight than the former; yet have not the Ca- 
pacity of judging right 5 (for 1 ſpeak not of thoſe 
who are bribed by a Party, and know better if they 
were not corrupted ;) but I mean a Company of 
warm young Men, who are not yet arrived fo far 
as to diſcern the difference betwixt Fuſtian, or 
oſtentatious Sentences, and the true Sublime. Theſe 
are above liking AMlatial or Owen's Epigrams, but 
they would certainly ſet Virgil below Statius, or 
Lucan. I need not ſay their Poets are of the ſame 
Taſte with their Admirers. They affect Great- 
neſs in all they write, but it is a bladdered Great- 
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nes, like that of the vain Man whom Seneca de- 
ſcribes: An ill Habit of Bode, ful! of Humours, 
and ſwelled with Dropfy. Even theſe too deicrt 
their Authors, as their Judgment tipens. The 
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him ; every time he take it up, he diicovers ſome 
new Graces in ii. Ani whercas Poems ch 


are produced by tae v igour of Ima zination only, 
have a Gloſs upon them at the fit, which Time 


wears off; the Works of ſudgment are lige the 
Diamond, the more they are poliſhed, the more 
Luſtre they receive. Such is the Difference be- 
twixt Virgil's Eneis, and MHarini's Adane. und, 
if I may de allowed to change the Metaphor, I 
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iterally ; and Virgil leaſt of any other. For his pe- 

culiar Beauty lying in his Choice of Words, I am 
excluded from it by the narrow Compaſs of our 

Heroick Verſe, unleſs I would make uſe of Mo- 
noſyllables only, and thoſe clogged with Conſo- 
nants, which are the dead Weight of our Mother- 
Tongue. It is poſſible, I confeſs, though it rarely 
happens, that a Verle of Monoſyllables may ſound 
Harmoniouſly ; and ſome Examples of it I have | 
leen. My firſt Line of the Zeis is not harſh : | 


Arms, and the Man [ /mg, who forc'd by Fate, &c - 


But a much better Inſtance may be given from \ | 
he laſt Line of Manilius, made Enghſh by our | | 
learned and judicious Mr. Creech. | 


Nor cauld the World have barne ſo fierce a Flame. 


Where the many liquid Conſonants are placed | 
ſo artfully, that they give a pleaſing Sound 
to the Words, though they are all of one Syl- | 
lable. | | 
It is true, I have been ſometimes forced upon it 4 
in other Places of this Work, but I never did it | 
out of choice: I was either in haſte, or /rgi! gave 
me no occaſion for the Ornament of Words; for 
it ſeldom happens but a Monolſyllable Line turns 
Verſe to Proſe, and even that Proſe is rugged and | 
unharmonious. Philarchus, I remember, taxes | 


Bakzac for placing Twenty Monoſyllables in file, 
without one Diflyllable betwixt them. The way 
I have taken is not fo ſtrait as Metaphraſe, nor 
ſo looſe as Paraphraſe : Some things too I have | 
omitted, and ſometimes have added of my own. | 


Yet 
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Yet the Omiffions, I hope, are but of Circum- 
ſtances, and fuch as would have no Grace in 
Enoliſh; and the Additions, I alſo hope, are 
eaſily deduced from Virgil's Senſe. They will 
ſeem (at leaſt I have the Vanity to think ſo,) 
not ſtuck into him, but growing out of him. 
He ſtudies Brevity more than any other Poet, but 
he had the Advantage of a Language whercin 
much may be comprehended in a little ſpace. We, 
and all the modern Tongues, have more Articles 
and Pronouns, beſides Signs of Tenſes and Caſes, 
and other Barbarities on which our Speech 1s 
built by the Faults of our Forefathers. The Ro- 
mans founded theirs upon the Greet: And the 
Greets we know, were labouring many hundred 
Years upon their Language, before they brought 
it to Perfection. They rejected all thoſe Signs, 
and cut off as many Articles as they could ſpare ; 
comprehending in one Word, what we are con- 
ſtrained to expreſs in two; which is one Reaſon 
why we cannot write ſo conciſely as they have 
done, The Word Pater, for Example, figni- 
hes not only a Father, but your Father, my 
Father, his or her Father, all included in a 
Word. 

This Inconvenience is common to all modern 
Tongues, and this alone conſtrains us to employ 
more Words than the Ancients needed. But 
having before obſerved, that Virgil endeavours. to 
be ſhort, and at the ſame time elegant, I purſue 
the Excellence, and forſake the Brevity. For there 
is the like Ambergreaſe, a rich Perfume, but of to 
cloſe and glutinous a Body, that it mutt be opened 
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that I have cce 
I have not ſuccee ed in this Attempt, accord-. 
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ing to my Defire : Yet l {hall not be wholly with- 
our F "Taife, if in ſome fort may be allowed to have 
copicd the Cliearnefs, the Pu icy the Eatinets, and 
the lagnih cence ot his Style. But I ſhall have 
GCCA _ to ſpeak farthcr On this Subject, before 1 
end the Preface, 


When 


— 


_— — 


_ 
om = 


D.EDCATT 10: 91 


When I mentioned the Pindarich Line, I ſhould 
have added, that I take another Licence in my 
Verſes: For I frequently make uſe of T riplet 
Rhymes, and for the ſame Reaſon : Becauſe 3 
bound the Senſe. And therefore I generally join 
ticſe two Licences together; and make the Laſt 
Verſe of the 1 np:et a Piidarick : For beſides the 
Majeſty which it gives, it confines the Senſe with { [1 
the Bartiers of three Lines, which wou Id languiſh it it 
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ple icr both theſe Priviteges of Zuglib Veries. And 
Chapman hath followed him in his Pranſlation of 
Hamer. Mr. Cowiſey has given in to them after 
both; and all ſucceeding Writers after him. I 
regard them now as the ©/iJagna Charta of He- 
roick Poetry; and am too much an AA 1thinan to 
lole what my Anceſtors have gained for me. Let 
the French and laliuns value themſelves on their 
Revularity : Strength and Elevation are cur Stan- 
dard. TI faid before, and I repeat it, that the af- 
fected Purity of the French has unfinewed their He- 
roick Verſe, The Language of an Epick Poem is 
almoit wholly figurative: Yet they are ſo fearſul of 
a Metaphor, that no Example of Virgil can cn— 
courage them to be bold with Safety. cure they 
might warm themſelves by that ſprightiy Blaze, 
without approaching it ſo cloſe as to hinge their 
Wings; they may come as ncar it 25 their M 
Not that I would diſcourage that Purity of Diction, 
in which he excels all other Pocts But he knows 
how far to extend his Franchiſes: And advances 
to the verge, without 3 a Foot beyond it. 


On the other fide, without being injurious: to th 
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Memory of our Engh/h Pindar, I will preſume to 
ſay, that his Metaphors are ſometimes too violent, 
and his Language is not always pure. But at the 
ſame time, I muſt excuſe him. For through the 
Iniquity of the Times, he was forced to travel, 
at an Age, when, inſtead of learning foreign Lan- 
guages, he ſhould have ſtudied the Beauties of his 
Mother-Tongue. Which, like all other Speeches, 
is to be cultivated early, or we ſhall never write it 
with any kind of Elegance. Thus by gaining 
abroad, he loſt at home: Like the Painter in the 
Arcadia, who going to fee a Skirmiſh, had his 
Arms lopped off; and returned, ſays Sir Philip Srd- 
ney, well inſtructed how to draw a Battle, but 
without a Hand to perform his Work, 

There is another thing in which I have pre- 
ſumed to deviate from him and Spencer. They 
both make Hemiſtichs (or half Verſes) breaking 
off in the middle of a Line. I confeſs there are 
not many fuch in the Fairy Juen: And even 
thoſe few might be occaſioned by his unhappy 
Choice of fo long a Stanza, Mr. Cauley had found 
out, that no kind of Staff is proper for an Heroick 
Poem ; as being all too Lyrical: Yet though he 
wrote in Couplets, where Rhyme is freer from 
conſtraint, he frequently affects half Verſes ; of 
which we find not one in Hamer, and I think not 
in any of the Greet Poets, or the Latin, except- 
ing only Virgil; and there is no queſtion. but 
he thought he had FYirgis Authority for that Li- 


cence. But I am confident, our Poet never meant 


to leave him or any other ſuch a Precedent. And 
I ground my Opinion on theſe two Reaſons. 


Firſt, 
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Firſt, we find no Example of a Hemiftlich in any 
of his Paſtorals or Georgicks, For he had given 
the laſt finiſhing Strokes to both theſe Poems; 
But his ueis he left fo uncorrect, at leaſt fo 
ſhort of that Perfection at which he aimed, that 
we know how hard a Sentence he paſſed upon it; 
And in the ſecond Place, I reaſonably preſume, that 
he intended to have filled up all thoſe Hemi/?ichs, 
becauſe in one of them we find the Senſe im- 


perfect, 
Duem tibi jam Troja 


Which ſome fooliſh Grammarian has ended for 
him with a half Line of Nonſenſe; 


peperit fumante Creiiſa. 


For Aſcanius muſt have been born ſome Vears be- 
fore the burning of that City; which I need not 
prove. On the other ſide, we had alfo, that he 
himſelf filled up one Line in the fixth Æueid, the 
Enthuſiaſm ſeizing him, while he was reading to 
Auguſtus, 


Hiſenum ÆTolidem, quo non prefiantior aller 
Ere ciere viros 


— 


To which he added in that Tranſport, Martemgue 
accendlere cantu: and never was any Line more 
nobly finiſhed ; for the Reaſons which I have given 
in the Book of Painting. On theſe Conſiderati- 
ons I have ſhunned Hem/{ichs : Not being willing 
to imitate Virgil to a Fault; like Alexander's 
Courtiers, who affected to hold their Necks awry, 
becauſe he could not help it: I am confident your 


Lord- 
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Lordſhip is by this time of my Opinion; and 
that you will look on thote halt Lines hereafter, 
as the imperfect Products of a haſty Mule : Like 
tie Frogs and Serpents in the Nile; Part of them 
kind!ed into Life, and part a Lump of unformed un- 
animated Mud. 

[ am ſenſible that many of my whole Verſes are 
as imperiect as thole halves, for want of time to 
ligeſt him better: But give me leave to make the 
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goes out, Virgil called upon me in every Line f 
tome new Word: And I paid fo lon O 
almoſt. Bankrupt. So that the latter end muſt 
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the middle. And conicquently the le 
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COM me double the LIC ot che IIIA and lecond. 
What had become of me, if Virgil had taxed me 
with another Book? I had certainly been reduced 
pay the Publick in hammered Money for want 
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Tranſlator has no ſuch Privilege: For being tied 
to the Thoughts, he muſt make what Muſick he 
can in the Expreſſion. And for this Reaſon it 


cannot always be ſo ſweet as that of the Original. 


There is a Beauty of Sound, as Segrais has ob- 
ſerved, in ſome Latin Words, which is wholly loſt 
in any modern Language. He inſtances in that 
Hollis Amaracus, on which Venus lays Cupid in 
the firſt ned, If I ſhould tranſlate it Sweet-Mar- 
joram, as the Word ſignifies; the Reader would 
think I had miſtaken /irg:i!: For thoſe Village- 
words, as I may call them, give us a mean Idea 
of the thing; but the Sound of the Latin is ſo 
much more pleaſing, by the juſt mixture of the 
Vowels with the Conſonants, that it raiſes our 
Fancies, to conceive ſomewhat more noble than 
a common Herb; and to ſpread Roſes under him, 
and ſtrew Lilies over him; a Bed not unworthy 
the Grandſon of the Goddeſs. 

If I cannot copy his harmonious Numbers, how 
ſhall I imitate his noble Flights; where his 
Thoughts and Words are equally ſublime ? 


Duem guiſguis fludet emulart, 

ceratis ape Dedaiza 

Nititur pennis, vitreo daturus 
Nomina ponto. 


What modern Language, or what Poet can 
expreſs the majeſtick Beauty of this one Verſe 
amongſt a thouſand others 


Aude Haſpes contemnere opes, & te quoque dignum 
EFinge Deo. 


For 
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For my part, I am loſt in the Admiration of it: I 
contemn the World, when I think on it, and my- 
felf when J tranflate it. 

Lay by Virgil, I beſeech your Lordſhip, and all 
my better fort of Judges, when you take up my 
Verſion, and it will appear a paſſable Beauty when 
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. the original Muſe is abſent: But like Spenſer's falſe 
8 N Florimel made of Snow, it melts and vaniſhes 
when the true one comes im fight. T will not ex- 
I N cuſe but juſtify myſelf for one pretended Crime, 
- with which I am liable to be charged by falſe Cri- 
a | ticks, not only in this Tranſlation, but in many 
, | of my Original Poems; that I /timize too much. 
2 | It is true, that when I find an Englh Word figni- 
r fs cant and ſounding, I neither borrow from the 
n Latin, or any other Language: But when I want 
„ at home, I muſt ſeek abroad. 
y If ſounding Words are not of our Growth and 
' Manufacture, who ſhall hinder me to import them 
v | from a foreign Country? I carry not out the 
1$ | Treaſure of the Nation, which is never to return : 


but what I bring from Hah, I ſpend in England - 

Here it remains, and here it circulates; for if 

the Coin be good, it will paſs from one Hand to 

another. I trade both with the Living and the 

| Dead, for the Enrichment of our native Lan- 

| guage. We have enough in England to ſupply 

_ | our Neceflity; but if we will have things of 
4 Magnificence and Splendour, we muft get them 
| by Commerce, Poetry requires Ornament, and 

that is not to be had from our old Teut:zn Mono- 

. Hables; therefore if I find any elegant Word in 

Vol. II. E Vi 
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a Claſſick Author, I propoſe it to be naturalizce, 
by uſing it myſelf; and if the Publick approves of 
it, the Bill paſſes. But every Man cannot diſtin- 
guiſh betwixt Pedantry and Poetry: Every Man 
therefore is not fit to innovate. Upon the whole 
matter, a Poet muſt firſt be certain that the Word 
he would introduce is beautiful in the Latin; and 
is to conſider, in the next place, whether it wilt 
agree with the Engliſß Idiom: After this, he ought 
to take the Opinion of judicious Friends, ſuch as 
are learned in both Languages: And laſtly, fince 
no Man is infallible, let him uſe this Licence 
very ſparingly ; for if too many foreign Words are 
poured in upon us, it looks as if they were de- 
ſigned not to aſſiſt the Natives, but to conquer 


them. 
I am now drawing towards a Concluſion, and 


ſuſpect your Lordſhip is very glad of it. But per- 
ait me firſt, to own what Helps I have had fn 
this Undertaking. The late Earl of Lauderdaiz 
Jent me over his new Tranſlation of the Auel; 
which he had ended before I. engaged in the ſame 
Deſign. Neither did I then intend it: But ſome 
| Propoſals being afterwards made me by my Book- 
ſeller, I defired his Lordſhip's Leave, that I 
might accept them, which he freely granted; and 
I have his Letter yet to ſhew, for that Pei miſ- 
fion. He refolved to have printed his Work; 
which he might have done two Years before J 
could publiſh mine: and had performed itg# if 
Death had not prevented him. But having his 
Manuſcript in my Hands, 1 conſulted it as often 
| * 
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as I doubted of my Author's Senſe. For no Man 
underſtood Virgil better than that learned Noble- 
man. His Friends, I hear, have yet another, and 
more correct Copy of that "Tranſlation by them, 
which had they pleafed to have given the Publick, 
the Judges muſt have been convinced that I have 
not flattered him. Beſides this Help, which was 
not inconſiderable, Mr. Congreve has done me the 
| Favour to review the Æneis; and compare my 
Verſion with the Original. I ſhall never be 
aſhamed to own, that this excellent young Man 
has ſhewed me many Faults, which I have endea- 
voured to correct. It is true, he might have eaſily 
found more, and then my Tranſlation had been 
more perfect. 

Two other worthy Friends of mine, who deſire 
to have their Names concealed, ſeeing me ſtraitned 
in my Time, took pity on me, and gave me the 
Life of Virgil; the two Prefaces to the Paſtorals, 
and the. Georgicks, and all the Arguments in Proſe 
to the whole Tranſlation. Which, perhaps, has 
cauſed a Report, that the two firſt Paems are not 
mine. If it had been true, that I had taken their 
Verſes for my own, I might have gloried in their 
Aid ; and, like Terence, have fathered the Opinion, 
that Scipio and Lælius joined with me. But the 
{ame Style being continued through the whole, and 
the ſame Laws of Vetfitication obſerved, are Proofs 
ſufficient, that this is one Man's Work: And your 
Lordſhip is too well acquainted with my Manner, 
t doubt that aby Part of it is another's, 
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That your Lordſhip may ſce I was in earncft, 
when I promiſed to haſten to an end, I will not 
give the Reaſons, why I writ not always in the 
proper Terms of Navigation, Land-Service, or in 
the Cant of any Profeſſion. I will only fay, that 
Virgil has avoided thoſe Proprieties, becauſe he writ 
not to Mariners, Soldiers, Aſtronomers, Gardiners, 
Peaſants, Sc. but to all in general, and in par- 
ticular to Men and Ladies of the firſt Quality; 
who have been better bred than to be too nicely 
knowing in the Terms. In ſuch Caſes, it is enough 
for a Poet to write ſo plainly, that he may be 
underſtood by his Readers: To avoid Impro- 
priety, and not affect to be thought learned in all 
Things. 

I have omitted the four Preliminary Lines of 
the firſt Zncid; becauſe I think them inferior to 
any four others, in the whole Poem; and conſe- 
quently, believe they are not /irgi”s. There is 
too great a Gap betwixt the AdjeCtive vicina in 
the ſecond Line, and the Subſtantive ba in the 
Jatter end of the third, which keeps his Meaning 


in Obſcurity too long; and is contrary to the 


Clearneſs of bis Style, 
Ut quamVuis auuls 

is too ambitious an Ornament to be his, and 
Gratum epus Aoricolis, 


are all Words unneceſſary, and independent of what 


he had ſaid before. 


p 9 
Z. o rr via 
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Horrantia Martis Arma, 


is worſe than any of the reſt, Horrentia is ſuch a 
flat Epithet, as Tully would have given us in his 
Verſes. It is a mere Filler, to ſtop a Vacancy in 
the Hexameter, and connect the Preface to the 
Work of Virgil. Our Author ſeems to found a 
Charge, and begins like the Clangor of a T'rumpets 


Ama, virumque cano ; Trojee qui primus ab ris, 


Scarce a Word without an R, and the Vowels 
for the greater part ſonorous. The Prefacer began 
with Ile ego, which he was conſtrained to patch up 
in the fourth Line with Mt nunc, to make the 
Senſe cohere. And if both thoſe Words are not 
notorious Botches, I am much deceived though 
the French Tranſlator thinks otherwite, Fas 
my own part, I am rather of the Opinion, that 
they were added by Tucca and Varius, than re- 
trenched, 

I know it may be anſwered by ſuch as think 
Virgil the Author of the four Lines; that he aſſerts 
his Title to the nes, in the beginning of this 
Wark, as he did to the two former, in the laft 
Lines of the fourth Georgrck. I will not reply 
otherwiſe to this, than by deſiring them to com- 
pare theſe four Lines with the four others; which 
we know are his, becauſe no Poet but he alone 
could write them. If they cannot diſtinguiſh 
Creeping from Flying, let them lay down Virgil, 
and take up Ovid de Ponto, in his ſtead. My 
Maſter needed not the Aſſiſtance of that Preli- 
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minary Poet to prove his Claim. His own ma- 
jeſtick Mien diſcovers him to be the King, amidſt 
a thouſand Courtiers. It was a ſuperfluous Office, 
and therefore I would not ſet thoſe Verfes in the 
Front of Virgil; but have rejetted them to my 
own Preface. 


J. wha befare, with Shepherds in the Groves, 
Hung te my Jaten Pipe, therr rural Loves, 

Ard iſſuing thence, cempell A the neiglb'ring Ficld 
plenteous Crop of riſing Corn ts yicla, 

MHanur d the Glebe, and ſlact d the fruitful Plain, 
(A Prem grateful ta the gready Swain, ) &c. 


If there be not a tolerable Line in all theſe ſix, 
the Prefacer gave me no occaſion to write better, 
This is a juſt Apology in this Place. But I have 
done great Wrong to Virgil in the whole Tranſla- 
tion: Want of Time, the Inferiority of our Lan- 
guage, the Inconvenience of Rhyme, and all the 
other Excuſes I have made, may alleviate my 
Fault, but cannot juſtify the Boldneſs of my Un- 
dertaking. What avails it me to acknowledge 
freely, that I have not been able to do him right 
in any Line? For even my own Confeſſion 


makes againſt me; and it will always be returned 


upon me, Why then did you attempt it? To 
avhich no other Anſwer can be made, than that 
I have done him leſs Injury than any of his former 
Libellers. 

What they called his Picture, had been drawn 
at length, ſo many times, by the Daubers of al- 


moſt all Nations, and ftill fo unlike him, that I 
ſnatched 
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Matched up the Pencil with Diſdain : Being fatis- 
fed before-hand, that I could make ſome ſmall 
Reſemblance of him, though I muſt be content with 
a worſe Likeneſs. A Sixth Paſtoral, a Pharma- 
ceutria, a ſingle Orpheus, and ſome other Features, 
have been exactly taken: but thoſe Holiday-Au- 
thors write for Pleaſure ; and only ſhewed us what 
they could have done, it they would have taken 
pains to perform the whole. 

Be pleaſed, my Lord, to accept with your 
wonted Goodneſs, this unworthy Preſent which I 
make you. I have taken off one Trouble from 
you, of defending it, by acknowledging its Im- 
perfections : And though ſome part of them are 
covered in the Verſe ; (as Erictbonius rode always 
in a Chariot, to hide his Lameneſs,) ſuch of 
them as cannot be concealed, you will pleaſe to 
connive at, though in the Strictneſs of your Judg- 
ment, you cannot pardon. If Hamer was allowed 
to nod ſometimes, in fo long a Work, it will be 
no wonder if I often fall aſleep. You took my 
Aureng-zeb into your Protection, with all his 
Faults : And I hope here cannot be fo many, 
becauſe I tranflate an Author, who gives me ſuch 
Examples of Correctneſs. What my Jury may 
be, I know not; but it is good for a Criminal to 
plead before a favourable Judge : If I had faid Par- 
tial, would your Lordſhip have forgiven me? Os 
will you give me leave to acquaint the World, 
that I have many times been obliged to yous 
Bounty ſince the Revolution? Though I never 
was reduced to beg a Charity, nor ever had the Im- 
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pucence to ask one, either of your Lordſhip, or 
your noble Kinſman the Earl of Dorſet, much leſs 
of any other; yet when I leaſt expected it, you 
have both remembered me. So inherent it is in 
your Family, not to forget an old Servant. It 
looks rather like Ingratitude on my Part, that 
where I have been ſo often obliged, I have appeared 
o ſeldoin to return my Thai ks; and where I was 
alſo fo ſure of being well received. Some what of 
Lazineſs was in the caſe; and ſomewhat too of Mo- 
deſty: but nothing of Diſreſpect, or Unthankful- 
neſs. I will not ſay that your Lordſhip has en- 
couraged me to this Preſumption, left if my Labours 
meet with no Succeſs in Publick, I may expoſe 
your Judgment to be cenſured. As for my own 
Enemies, I ſhall never think them worth an An- 
ſwer; and if your Lordſhip has any, they will not 
dare to arraign you for want of Knawledge in this 
Art, till they can produce ſomewhat better of their 
own, than your E/ſay en Poetry. It was on this 
Conſideration, that I have drawn out my Preface 
to ſo great a Length. Had I not addreſſed to a 
Poet, and a Critick of the firſt Magnitude, I had 
myſelf been taxed for want of Judgment, and 
ſhamed my Patron for want of underſtanding. But 
neither will you, my Lord, ſo ſoon be tired as any 
other, becauſe the Diſcourſe is on your Art: Nei- 
ther will the learned Reader think it tedious, be- 
cauſe it is ad Clerum. At leaſt, when he begins to 
be weary, the Church-Doors are open. That I 
may purſue the Allegory with a ſbort Prayer, after 
a long Sermon : 


May 
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May you Live happily and long, for the Ser- 
vice of your Country, the Encouragement of 
good Letters, and the Ornament of Poetry ; which 


cannot be wiſhed more earneſtly by any Man, 
than by 


3 zur Lord 19 


oft humble, mt abligal, 


13 


Jou Deypen. 
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The Firſt Book of the EN EIS. 


The ARGUMENT. 


The Trojans, after a Seven Years Vojage, ſet ſail fon ſtalv, 
but are overtaken by a dreadful Storm, which AEolus 
raiſes at Juno's Requeſt, The Tempeſt finks one, and 
/catters the reſt: Neptune drives off the Winds, and 
calms the Sea. Eneas with his own Ship, and fix 
more, arrives ſafe at an African Port, Venus com- 
plains to Jupiter of her Son's Misfortunes, Jupiter com- 
forts her, and ſends Mercury to procure him a kind 
Reception among the Carthaginians. Aneas going out 
to diſcover the Country, meets his Mather in the Shape 
of an Huntreſs, ⁊ube conveys bim in @ Clond to Car- 
thage; where he /ees bis Friends whom be thought loſt, 
and receives a kind Entertainment” fram the Queer. 
Dido by a Device of Venus begins to bave a Paſſion 

: for him, and after ſome Diſcourſe with him, defires 
| the Hiftory of bis Adientures, fince the Siege of Troy, 
| which is the Subject of the T we fallawting Books, 


RMS, and the Man I fiog, who forc'd by Fate, 
X And haughty Jane's unrelenting Hatag 
Bxpell'd and exil'd, left the Træjan Shore; 
Long Labours, both by Sea and Land ke bore ; 


Ang 
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And in the doubtful War, before he won 5 

The Latias Realm, and built the deftin'd Fown : 

His baniſh'd Gods reſtor'd to Rites divine, 

And ſetthd ſure Succeſhon in his Line: 

From whence the Race of Alban Fathers come, 

And the long Glories of majeſtick Rome. 10 
O! Muſe che Cauſes and the Crimes relate, 

What Goddeſs was provok'd, and whence her Hate ; 


For what Offence the Queen of Heav'n began 


To perſecute ſo brave, ſo juſt a Man! 
Involv'd his anxious Life in endleſs Cares, 13 


Expos'd to wants, and hurry'd into Wars ! 


Can heav'nly Minds ſuch high Reſentment ſhow g 


Or exerciſe their ſpite in Human Woe ? 
Againſt the T:ber's Mouth, but far away, 
An ancient Town was ſeated on the Sea: 80 
A Tjrian Colony; the People made 
Stout for the War, and ſtudious of their Trade. 
Carthage the Name, belov'd by Juno more 
Than her own Arges, or the Samian Shore. 
Here flood her Chariot, here, if Heav'n were kind, 25 
The Seat of awful Empire ſhe deſign'd. 
Yet ſhe had heard an ancient Rumour fly, 
(Long cited by the People of the Sky ;) 
That times to come ſhou'd fee the Trejan Race 
Her Carthage ruin, and her Tow'rs deface ; 30 
Nor 
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Nor thus confin'd, the Yoke of ſov'reign Sway, 

Shou'd on the Necks of all the Nations lay. 

She ponder'd this, and fear'd it was in Fate; | 
Nor cou'd forget the War ſhe wag'd of late, 
For conqu'ring Greece againſt the Trojan State, 35 
Beſides long Cauſes working in her Mind, 

And ſecret Seeds of Envy lay behind, 

Deep graven in her Heart, the Doom remain'd 

Of partial Paris, and her Form diſdain'd: 

The Grace beſtow'd on ravith'd Ganymed, 40 
Electra's Glories, and her injur'd Bed. 

Each was a Cauſe alone, and all combin'd 
To kindle Vengeance in her haughty Mind. 
For this, far diſtant from the Latian Coaſt, 
She drove the Remnants of the Trojan Hoſt : 45. 
And ſev'n long Years th' unhappy wand'ring Train, 
Were toſs'd by Storms, and fcatter'd through the Main. 
Such Time, ſuch Toil requir'd the Roman Name, 

Such length of Labour for ſo vaſt a Frame; 

Now ſcarce the Treas Fleet with Sails and Oars, 50 
Had left behind the fair S:c:l;an Shores: 
Eat'ring with chearful Shouts the wat'ry Reign, 
And pioughing frothy Furrows in the Main: 
When lab'ring ſtill, with endleſs Diſcontent, 
The Queen of Heav'n did thus her Fury vent. 55 


Then 
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Then am I vanquiſh'd, muſt I yield, ſaid ſhe, 
And muſt the Tran: reign in Italy? 
So Fate will have it, and Fowe adds his Force; 
Nor can my Pow'r divert their happy Courſe. 
Cou'd angry Pallas, with revengeful Spleen, Co 
The Grecian Navy burn, and drown the Men ? 
She for the Fault of one offending Foe, 
The Bolts of Joe himſelf preſum'd to throw: 
With Whirlwinds from beneath ſhe toſs'd the Ship, 
And bare expos'd the Boſom of the Deep: 65 
Then, as an Eagle gripes the trembling Game, 
The Wretch yet hiſſing with her Father's Flame, 


She ſtrongly ſeiz'd, and with a burning Wound, 


Transfx' d and naked, on a Rock ſhe bound. 


But I, who walk in awful State above, 70 


The Majeſty of Heav'n, the Siſter-wife of Fowe, | 

For Length of Years my fruitleſs Force employ f 

Againſt the thin Remains of ruin'd Troy, 

What Nations now to Jane's Pow*s will pray, 

Or Off rings on my lighted Altars lay? _— 
Thus rag'd the Goddeſs, and with Fury fraught, 


The reſtleſs Regions of the Storms ſhe ſought. 

Where in a ſpacious Cave of living Stone, 

The Tyrant Tolus from his airy Throne, 

With Pow'r imperial curbs the ſtruggling Winds, 88 
And ſomding Tempeſts in dark Priſons binds, 
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This Way, and that, th' impatient Captives tend, 

And preſſing for Releaſe, the Mountains rend; 

High in his Hall, th' undaunted Monarch ſtands, 

And ſhakes his Scepter, and their Rage commands: 8; 
Which did he not, their unrefiſted Sway 


 Wou'd ſweep the World before them in their Way: 


Earth, Air, and Seas thro' empty Space wou'd roll, 
And Heav'n wou'd fly before the driving Soul. 


Confin'd their Fury to thoſe dark Abodes, [loads : 
And lock'd 'em ſafe within, oppreſs'd with Mountain 
Impos'd a King, with arbitrary Sway, 


In fear of this, the Father of the Gods 4 


To looſe their Fetters, or their Force allay. 


To whom the ſuppliant Queen her Pray'rs addreſt, 93 
And thus the Tenour of her Suit expreſs'd. 


O Holus! for to thee the King of Heav'n 
The Pow'r of Tempeſts, and of Winds has giv'n; 
Thy Force alone tkeir Fury can reſtrain, 
And ſmooth the Waves, or ſwell the troubl'd Main: 
A Race of wand'ring Slaves, abhorr'd by me, 101 
With proſp'rous Paſſage cut the Thu/can Sea: 
To fruitful /zaly their Courſe they ſteer, 
And for their vanquiſh'd Gods deſign new Temples there. 


Raiſe all thy Winds, with Night involve the Skies; 105 


Sink, or diſperſe my fatal Enemies. 


Twice 
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Twice Sev'n, the charming Daughters of the Main, 
Around my Perſon wait, and bear my Train: 
Succeed my With, and ſecond my Deſign, 
The faireſt, Deiopeia, ſhall be thine; 110 
And make thee Father of a happy Line. 

To this the God — Tis yours, O Queen. ! to will 
The Work, which Duty binds me to fulfil. 
Theſe airy Kingdoms, and. this wide Command, 
Are all the Preſents of your bounteous Hand; 113 
Yours is my Sov'reign's Grace, and as your Gueſt, 
J fit with Gods at their celeſtial Feaſt. 
Raiſe Tempeſts at your Pleaſure, or ſubdue; 


Diſpoſe of Empire, which I hald from you: 


He ſaid, and hurl'd againſt the Mountain fide 120 


His quiv'ring Spear, and ail the God apply'd. 

The raging Winds ruth through the hollow Wound, 
And dance aloft in Air, and ſkim along the Ground: 
Then ſettling on the Sea, the Surges ſweep; 

Raiſe liquid Mountains, ard diſcloſe the Deep. 125 
South, Eaſt, and Weſt, with mix'd Confuſion roar, 
And roll the foaming Billows to the Shore. 

The Cables crack, the Sailors' fearful: Cries 
Aicend ; and ſable Night involves the Skies ; 

And Heav'n itſelf is raviſh'd from their Eyes. 1 
Loud Peals of Thunder from the Poles enſue, 


Then flaſhing Fires the tranſient Light renew; 


The 
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The Face of things a frightful Image bears, 


And preſent Death in various Forms appears. 

Struck with unuſual Fright, the Træjan Chief, 135 
Wich lifted Hands and Eyes, invokes Relief. 

And thrice, and four times happy thoſe, he cry'd, 

That under Jlian Walls before their Parents dy d. 
Tydides, braveſt of the Grecian Train, 

Why cou'd not I by that ſtrong Arm be ſlain, 140 Þ 
And lie by noble Hefor on the Plain: 

O great Sarpedor, in thoſe bloody Fields, 

Where Simozs rolls the Bodies and the Shields 

Of Heroes, whoſe diſmember'd Hands yet bear 

The Darrt aloft, and clench the pointed Spear ? 145 
Thus while the pious Prince his Fate bewails, 

Fierce Boreas drove againſt his ffy ing Sails, 

And rent the Sheets; The raging Billows riſe, 

And mount the tofling Veſſel to the Skies: 

Nor can the ſhiv'ring Oars ſuſtain the Blow; 150 
The Galley gives her Side, and turns her Prow: 

While thoſe aſtern deſcending down the Steep, 

Thro' gaping Waves behold the boiling Deep. 

Three Ships were hurry'd by the Southern Blaſt, 


And on the ſecret Shelves with Fury caſt. 15 


WI 


Thoſe hidden Rocks, th' Zu/onian Sailors knew, 


They call'd them Altars, when they roſe in view, 


And: 
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And ſhow'd their ſpacious Backs above the Flood. 

Three more, fierce Eurus in his angry Mood 

Daſh'd on the Shallows of the moving Sand, 100 

And in mid Ocean left them moor'd a-land. 

Orontes Barque that bore the Lycian Crew, 

{A horrid Sight) ev'n in the Hero's View, 

From Stem to Stern, by Waves was overborn: 

The trembling Pilot, from his Rudder torn, 163 

Vas headlong hurl'd; thrice round, the Ship was tolt, 

Then bulg'd at once, and in the Deep was loſt. 

And here and there above the Waves were ſeen 

Arms, Pictures, precious Goods, and floating Men. 

The ſtouteſt Veſſel to the Storm gave way, 170 

And ſuck'd through looſen'd Planks the ruſhing Sea. 

Ilieneus was her Chief: Alethes old, 

Acbates faithful, Abas young and bold 

Endur'd not leſs: their Ships, with gaping Seams, 

Admit the Deluge of the briny Streams. 175 
Mean time imperial Neptune heard the Sound 

Of raving Billows breaking on the Givand : 

Diſpleas'd, and fearing for his wat'ry Reign, 

He rear'd his awful Head abore the Main: 

Serene in Majeſty, then roll'd his Eyes 180 

Around the Space of Earth, and Seas, and Skies. 

He ſaw the Træjan Fleet diſpers'd, diſtreſs'd, 


By florwy Winds and wintry Heav'n oppreſs'd. 


Full 
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Full well the God his Siſter's Envy knew, 

And what her Aims and what her Arts purſue: 183 

He ſummoned Euras and the weſtern Blaſt, 

And firſt an angry Glance on both he caſt: 

Then thus rebuk'd; Audacious Winds! from whence 

This bold Attempt, this rebel Inſolence? 

Is it for you to ravage Seas and Land, 190 

Un-authoriz'd by my ſupreme Command? 

To raiſe ſuch Mountains on the troubl'd Main? 

Whom I — But firſt 'tis fit, the Billows to reſtrain, 

And then you ſhall be taught Obedience to my Reign. 

Hence, to your Lord my royal Mandate bear, 195 

The Realms of Ocean and the Fields of Air 

Are mine, not his; by fatal Lot to me 

The liquid Empire fell, and Trident of the Sea. 

His Pow'r to hollow Caverns is confin'd, 

There let him reign, the Jailor of the Wind: 200 

With hoarſe Commands his breathing Subjects call, 

And boaſt and bluſter in his empty Fall. 

He ſpoke : And while he ſpoke, he ſmooth'd the Sea, 

Diſpell'd the Darkneſs, and reſtor'd the Day: 

mot boe, Triton, and the Sea-green Train 203 

Of beauteons Nymphs, the Daughters of the Main, 

Clear from the Rocks the Veſſels with their Hands; 

The God himſelf with ready Trident ſtands, 

And opes the Deep, and ſpreads the moving Sands ; 
Then 
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Then heaves them off the Sholes: where- e er he guides 


His finny Courſers, and in Triumph rides, 
The Waves unruffle, and the Sea ſubſides. 


As when in Tumults riſe th' ignoble Crowd, 


211 


Mad are their Motions, and their Tongues are loud; 


And Stones and Brands in rattling Vollies fly, 
And all the ruſtick Arms that Fury can ſupply; 
If then ſome grave and pious Man appear, 

They huſh their Noiſe, and lend a liſt ning Ear; 
He ſooths with ſober Words their angry Mood, 
And quenches their innate Defire of Blood: 

So when the Father of the Flood appears, 
And o'er the Seas his Sov'reign Trident rears, | 
Their Fury falls: He fkims the liquid Plains, 
High on his Chariot, and with looſen'd Reins, 


215 


220 


224 3 


Majeſtick moves along, and awful Peace maintains. 


The weary Trojans ply their ſhatter'd Oars, 

To neareſt Land, and make the Libyan Shores. 
Within a long Receſs there lies a Bay, 

Aa Iſland fhades it from the rolling Sea, 

And forms a Port ſecure for Ships to ride, 

Boke by the jutting Land on either Side: 

In double Streams the biiny Waters glide. 

Betwixt two Rows of Rocks, a Sylvan Scene 


Appears above, and Groves tor ever green: 


230 
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A Grott is form'd beneath, with moſſy Seats, 235 
To relt the Nereids, and exclude the Heats, 
Down thro” the Crannies of the living Walls 
The cryſtal Streams deſcend in murm'ring Falls. 
No Haulſers need to bind the Veſſels here, 

Nor bearded Anchors, for no Storms they fear. 240 
Sev'n Ships within this happy Harbour meet, 

The thin Remainders of the ſcatter'd Fleet. 

The Trejaus, worn with Toils, and ſpent with Woes, 
Leap on the welcome Land, and ſeek their wiſh'd Repoſe. 
Firſt, good Achatets, with repeated Strokes 

Of claſhing Flints, their hidden Fire provokes ; 
Short Flame ſucceeds a Bed of wither'd Leaves 
The dying Sparkles in their Fall receives: 
Caught into Life, in fiery Fumes they riſe, 
And, fed with ſtronger Food, invade the Skies. 


245 


250 
The Trans, dropping wet, or ſtand around 


The chearful Blaze, or lie along the Ground; 
Some dry their Corn infected with the Brine, 
Then grind with Marbles, and prepare to dine. 
/Eneas climbs the Mountain's airy Brow, 

And takes a Proſpect of the Seas below: 

If Capys thence, or Auibeus he cou'd ſpy; 

Or ſee the Streamers of Caicus fly. 

No Veſſels were in view: Bat, on the Plain, 


Three beamy Stags command a lordly Train 260 
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Of branching Heads; the more ignoble Throng 
Attend their ſtately Steps, and ſlowly graze along. 
He ſtood; and while ſecure they fed below, 

He took the Quiver, and the truſty Bow 

Achates uſed to bear; the Leaders firſt 25 
He laid along, and then the Vulgar pierc'd 


wa 


Nor ceas'd his Arrows, till the ſhady Plain 

Sev'n mighty Bodies with their Blood diſtain. 

For the ſev'n Ships he made an equal Share, 

And to the Port return'd, triumphant from the War, 
The Jars of gen'rous Wine, { Areftes? Gift, WE 2 
When his Trinacrian Shores the Navy left) 

He ſet abroach, and for the Feaſt prepar'd, 

In equal Portions with the Ven'ſon ſhar'd. 

Thus while he dealt it round, the pious Chief, 275 
With chearful Words allay'd the common Grief : 
Endure, and conquer; Jove will ſoon diſpoſe 

To future good, our paſt and preſent Woes. 

Wich me, the Rocks of Scylla you have try'd; 

Th' inhuman Cyclops, and his Den defy'd. 2 


What greater Ills hereafter can you bear? 


— 


Reſume your Courage, and diſmiſs your Cate. 

An Hour will come, with Pleaſure to relate 

Your Sorrows paſt, as Benefits of Fate. 

Through various Hazards, and Events we move 23; 

To Latium, and the Realms foredoom'd by owe. 
Cali'd 
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Call'd to the Seat, the Promiſe of the Skies,) 
Where Trejan Kingdoms once again may riſe, 
Endure the Hardſhips of your Preſent State, 
Live, and reſerve yourſelves for better Fate. 290 


Theſe Words he ſpoke; but ſpoke not from his Heart; 
His outward Smiles conceal'd his inward Smart. 
The jolly Crew, unmindful of the paſt, 
The Quarry ſhare, their plenteous Dinger halle: 
Some ſtrip the Skin, ſome portion out the Spoil; 295 
The Limbs yet trembliag, in the Cauldrons boil : 
Some on the Fire the reeking Entrails broil. 
Stretch'd on the graſſy Turf, at eaſe they dine; 
Reſtore their Strength with Meat, and chear their Souls 

with Wine. 

Their Hunger thus appeas d, their Care attends 
The doubtful Fortune of their abſent Friends; 
Alternate Hopes and Fears their Minds poſſeſs, 
Whether to deem 'em dead, or in Diſtreſs. 


Above the reſt, Tueat mourns the Fate 


300 


Of brave Orontes, and th' uncertain State 

Of Gyas, Lycus, and of A4mycns : 

The Day, but not their Sorrows, ended thus. 
When, from aloft, Almighty Jede ſurveys 
Earth, Air, and Shores, and navigable Seas, 
At length on £:v3zan Realms he fixt his Eyes: 


Whom, pond'ring tus on human Miſeries, 
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When Venus ſaw, ſhe with a lowly Look, 
Not free from Tears, her heav'nly Sire beſpoke. 

O King of Gods and Men, whofe awful Hand 
Diſperſes Thunder on the Seas and Land; 315 
Diſpoſes all with abſolute Command : 

How cou'd my pious Son thy Pow'r incenſe, 

Or what, alas! is vaniſh'd Troy's Offence ? 

Our Hope of 7:aly not only loſt 

On various Seas, by various Tempeſts toſt, 320 
But ſhut from ev'ry Shore, and barr'd from ev'ry Coaſt. 
You promis'd once, a Progeny divine, 

Of Romans, riſing from the Trojan Line, 

In after-times ſhou'd hold the World in awe, 

And to the Land and Ocean give the Law. 325 
How is your Doom revers'd, which eas'd my Care ? 
When Tr:y was ruin'd in that cruel War. 

Then Fates to Fates I cou'd oppoſe ; but now, 

When Fortune ſtil} purſues her former Blow, 

What can I hope? What worſe can ſtill ſucceed? 330 
What end of Labours has our Will decreed ? 

Antenor, from the midſt of Grecian Hoits, 

Cou'd paſs ſecure, and pierce th' IHrian Coaſts: 
Where rolling down the Steep, Timavus raves, 

And thro' nine Channels diſembogues his Waves. 335 
At length he founded Padua's happy Seat, 

And gave his Trans a ſecure Retreat: 

There 
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There fix'd their Arms, and there renew'd their Name, 
And there in Quiet rules, and crown'd with Fame: 
But we, deſcended from your ſacred Line, 

Entitled to your Heav'n, and Rites Divine, 

Are baniſh'd Earth, and for the Wrath of one, 


34* 


Remov'd from Latium, and the promis'd Throne. 
Are theſe our Scepters? Theſe our due Rewards ? 
And is it thus that Jowe his plighted Faith regards? 
To whom, the Father of immorta! Race, 345 
Smiling with that ſerene indulgent Face, 
With which he drives the Clouds, and clears the Skies 
Firſt gave a holy Kiſs; then thus replies. 
Daughter, diſmiſs thy Fears: To thy Deſire 259 
The Fates of thine are fix d, and ſtand entire. 
Thou ſhalt behold thy wiſh'd Lavinian Walls, 
And, ripe for Heav'n, when Fate .Zneas calls, 
Then ſhalt thou bear him up, ſublime, to me; 
No Councils have revers'd my firm Decree. 3 
And leſt new Fears diſturb thy happy State, 
Know, I have ſearch'd the Myſtick Rolls of Fate: 
Thy Son (nor is th' appointed Seaſon far) 
In 1taly ſhall wage ſucceſsful War; 
Shall tame fierce Nations in the bloody Field, 
And Sov'reign Laws impoſe, and Cities build. 
Till, after ev'ry Foe ſubdu'd, the Sun 
Thrice thro” the Signs his Annual Race ſhall run: 
Vor. II. F This 
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This is his Time prefix d. 4/canius then, 

Now call'd 7:/us, ſhall begin his Reign. 355 
He thirty rolling Years the Crown ſhall wear : 

Then from Lawiniumn ſhall the Seat transfer : 

And, with hard Labour, Alba-longa build; 

The Throne with his Succeſſion ſhall be fill'd, 

Three hundred Circuits more: then ſhall be ſeen, 370 
Ilia the fair, a Prieſteſs and a Queen. 

Who full of Mars, in time, with kindly Throws, 

Shall at a Birth two goodly Boys diſcloſe. 

The Royal Babes a tawny Wolf ſhall drain, 

Then Romulus his Grandfire's Throne ſhall gain, 375 
Of Martial Tow'rs the Founder ſhall become, 

The People Romans call, the City Rome. 

To them, no Bounds of Empire I aſſign; 

Nor Term of Years to their Immortal Line. 

Ev'n haughty June, who, with endleſs Broils, 380 
Earth, Seas, and Heav'n, and Fowe himſelf turmoils ; 
At length aton'd, her friendly Pow'r ſhall join, 

To cheriſh and advance the Træſan Line. 


The ſubje& World ſhall Reme's Dominion own, 


And, proſtrate, ſhall adore the Nation of the Gown. 
An Age is ripening in revolving Fate, 389 
When Troy ſhall overturn the Grecian State : 

And ſweet Revenge her conqu'ring Sons ſhall call, 

To cruſh the People chat conſpir' d her Fall. 


Then 
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Then Cæjar from the Julian Stock ſhall riſe, 390 


Whoſe Empire Ocean, and whoſe Fame the Skies 
Alone ſhall bound. Whom, fraught with Ea/tern Spoils, 


Our Heav'n, the juſt Reward of Human Toils, 

Securely ſhall repay with Rites Divine; 

And Incenſe ſhall aſcend before his ſacred Shrine. 395 

Then dire Debate, and impious War ſhall ceaſe, 

And the ſtern Age be ſoftned into Peace: 

Then baniſh'd Faith ſhall once again return, 

And Veſtal Fires in hallow'd Temples burn, 

And Remus with Quirinus ſhall ſuſtain 498 

The righteous Laws, and Fraud and Force reſtrain. 

Janus himſelf before his Fane ſhall wait, 

And keep the dreadful Iſſues of his Gate, 

With Bolts and Iron Bars : within remains 

Impriſon'd Fury, bound in brazen Chains: 405 

High on a Trophy rais'd, of uſeleſs Arms, 

He fits, and threats the World with vain Alarms. 

He ſaid, and ſent Cyllenius with Command 

To free the Ports, and ope the Punic Land | 

To Troyan Gueſts ; leſt ignorant of Fate, 410 

The Queen might force them from her Town and State, 

Down from the Steep of Heav'n Cyllenius flies, 

And cleaves with all his Wings the yielding Skies. 

Soon on the Libyan Shore deſcends the God ; 

Performs his Meſſage, and diſplays his Rod; 415 
F 2 The 
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The ſurly Murmurs of the People ceaſe, 
And, as the Fates requir'd, they give the Peace. 
The Queen herſelf ſuſpends the rigid Laws, 
The Trojans pities, and protects their Cauſe. 

Mean time, in Shades of Night rea, lies; 420 
Care ſeiz d his Soul, and Sleep forſook his Eyes. 
But when the Sun reſtor'd the chearful Day, 
He roſe, the Coaſt and Country to ſurvey, 
Anxious and eager to diſcover more: 
It look'd a wild uncultivated Shore : 425 
But whether Human Kind, or Beaſts alone 
Poſſe6'd the new-found Region, was unknown, 
Beneath a ledge of Rocks his Fleet he hides ; 
Tall Trees ſurround the Mountains ſhady fides; 429 
The bending Brow above, a fafe Retreat provides. 
Arm'd with two pointed Darts, he leaves his Friends, 
And true Acbates on his Steps attends. 
Lo, in the deep Receſſes of the Wood, 
Before his Eyes his Goddeſs Mother ftood : 
A Huntreſs in her Habit and her Mien ; 435 
Het Dreſs a Maid, her Air confefs'd a Queen. 
Bare were her Knees, and Knots her Garments bind; 
Looſe was her Hair, and wanton'd in the Wind ; 
Her Hand ſuſtain'd a Bow, her Qgiver hung behind. 
She ſeem'd a Virgin of the Spartan Blood: 440 
With ſuch Array Harpalice beſtrode 
Her T bracian Courſer, and out- ſlrip'd the rapid Flood. 
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Ho! Strangers! have you lately ſeen, ſhe ſaid, 
One of my Siſters, like myſelf array d; 
Who croſt the Lawn, or in the Foreſt ftray'd? 445 
Vary'd with Spots, a Lynx's Hide ſhe wore: . 

And at full Cry purſu'd the tuſky Boar ? 

Thus Venus Thus her Son reply'd agen; 

None of your Siſters have we heard or ſeen, 459 
O Virgin ! or what other Name you bear 

Above that ſtile; O more than mortal fair! 

Your Voice and Mien Celeſtial Birth betray ! 

If, as you ſeem, the Siſter of the Day; 


A painted Quiver at her Back ſhe bore ; g 


Or one at leaſt of chaſte Diana's Train, 455 
Let not an humble Suppliant ſue in vain: 

But tell a Stranger, long in Tempeſts toſt, 

What Earth we tread, and who commands the Coaſt ? 
Then on your Name ſhall wretched Mortals call; 

And offer'd Victims at your Altars fall. 46 
I dare not, ſhe reply'd, aſſume the Name 

Of Goddeſs, or Celeftial Honours claim : 

For Tyrian Virgins Bows and Quivers bear, 

And purple Buſkins o'er their Ancles wear, 

Know, gentle Youth, in Libyan Lands you are: 463 
A People rude in Peace, and rough in War, 

The rifing City, which from far you ſee, 

Is Carthage; and a Tyrian Colony. 


os. Phenician 
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Phenician Dido rules the growing State, 469 
Who fled from Tyre, to ſhun her Brother's Hate: ] 


Great were her Wrongs, her Story full of Fate; 

Which I will ſum in ſhort. Sichæus known 

For Wealth, and Brother to the Punic Throne, 
Poſſeſs d fair Dide's Bed: And either Heart 

At once was wounded with an equal Dart. 475 
Her Father gave her, yet a ſpotleſs Maid; 

Pyg2maliou then the Tyrian Scepter ſway'd : 

One who contemn'd Divine and Human Laws. 

Then Strife enſu'd, and curſed Gold the Cavſe. 

The Monarch, blinded with Deſire of Wealth; 490 
With Steel invades his Brother's Life by Stealth ; 
Before the ſacred Altar made him bleed, 

And long from her conceal'd the cruel Deed: 

Some Tale, ſome new Pretence, he daily coin'd, 

To ſooth his Sifter, and delude her Mind. 485 
At length, in dead of Night, the Ghoſt appears 
Of her unhappy Lord: The Spectre ſtares, 

And with erected Eyes his bloody Boſom bares. 
The cruel Altars, and his Fate he tells, 

And the dire Secret of his Houſe reveals. 490 
Then warns the Widow, and her houſhold Gods, 

To ſeek a Refuge in remote Abodes. 


Lait, to ſuport her, in ſo long a Way, 
He ſhews her where his hidden Treaſure lay. 


Ad- 
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Admoniſh'd thus, and ſeiz'd with mortal Fright, 495 
The Queen provides Companions of her Flight : 

They meet, and all combine to leave the State, 

Who hate the Tyrant, or who fear his Hate. 

They ſeize a Fleet, which ready rigg'd they find: 

Nor is Pygmalion's Treaſure left behind, 800 
The Veſſels, heavy laden, put to Sea 

With proſp'rous Winds; a Woman leads the Way. 

1 know not, if by Streſs of Weather driv'n, 
Or was their fatal Courſe diſpos'd by Heav'a ! 

At laſt they landed, where from far your Eyes 505 
May view the Turrets of new Carthage riſe : 

There bought a ſpace of Ground, which By call'd 
From the Bull's Hide, they firſt inclos'd, and wall'd. 
But whence are you, what Country claims your Birth ? 
What ſeek you, Strangers, on our Libyan Earth? 5 10 

To whom, with Sorrow ſtreaming from his Eyes, 

And deeply ſighing, thus her Son replies: 

Cou'd you with Patience hear, or I relate, 

O Nymph! the tedious Annals of our Fate 

Thro? ſuch a Train of Woes if I ſhou'd run, 515 
The Day wou'd ſooner than the Tale be done ! 

From ancient Troy, by Force expell'd, we came, 

If you by chance have heard the Trojan Name: 
On various Seas, by various Tempeſts toſt, 


At length we landed on your Libyan Coalt : 520 
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The Good uea am I call'd, a Name, 


While Fortune favour'd, not unknown to Fame: 
My Houſhold Gods, Companions of my Woes, 
With pious Care I reſcu'd from our Foes, 
I's fruitful Lady my Courſe was bent, 525 
And from the King of Heav'n is my Deſcent. 
Wich twice ten Sail I croſt the Phrygian Sea; 
Fate and my Mother Goddeſs led my Way. 
Scarce ſev'n, the thin Remainder of my Fleet, 
From Storms preſerv'd, within your Harbour meet; 
My felf diſtreſs'd, an Exile, and unknown, 531 
Debarr'd from Europe, and from Aſa thrown, 
In Libyan Deſerts wander thus alone. 
His tender Parent cou'd no longer bear; 
But, interpoſiag, ſought to ſooth his Care. 533 
Whoe'er you are, not unbelov'd by Heav'n, 
Since on our friendly Shore your Ships are driv'n, 
Have Courage : To the Gods permit the reſt, 
And to the Queen expoſe your juſt Requeſt. 
Now take this Earneſt of Succeſs, for more: 54 
Your ſcatter'd Fleet is join'd upon the Shore ; 
The Winds are chang'd, your Friends from Danger free, 
Or I renounce my Skill in Augury. 
Twelve Swans behold, in beauteous Order move, 


And ſtoop with cloſing Pinions from above: 545 


Whom 
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Whom late the Bird of Joe had driv'n along, 

And thro” the Clouds purſu'd the ſcatt'ring Throng: 
Now all united in a goodly Team, 

They ſkim the Ground, and ſeek the quiet Stream. 

As they, with Joy returning, clap their Wings, $550 
And ride the Circuit of the Skies in Rings: 

Not otherwiſe your Ships, and ev'ry Friend, 
Already hold the Port, or with ſwift Sails deſcend. 
No more Advice is needful, but purſue 

The Path before you, and the Town in view. 
Thus having ſaid, ſhe turn'd, and made appear 
Her Neck refulgent, and diſhevel'd Hair; 

Which, flowing from her Shoulders, reach'd the Ground, 
And widely ſpread Ambrofial Scents around : 

In length of Train deſcends her ſweeping Gown, 550 
And by her graceful Walk, the Queen of Love is known, 
The Prince purſu'd the parting Deity, 

With Words like theſe : Ah! whither doſt thou fly? 
Unkind and cruel, to deceive your Son 

In borrow'd Shapes, and his Embrace to ſhunz 565 
Never to bleſs my Sight, but thus unknown; 

And ſtill to ſpeak in Accents not your own. 

Againſt the Goddeſs theſe Complaints he made; 

But took the Path, and her Commands obey'd. 


They march obſcure, for Venus kindly ſhrouds, 570 


With Miſts, their Perſons, and involves in Clouds: 
F 5 That, 
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That, thus unſeen, their Paſſage none might ſtay, 

Or farce to tell the Cauſes of their Way. 

This Part perform'd, the Goddeſs flies ſublime, 

To viſit Paphos, and her native Clime : 57 


3 


Where Garlands ever green, and ever fair, 
With Vows are Offer'd, and with folemn Pray'r, 
A hundred Altars in her Temple ſmoke, 
A thouſand bleeding Hearts her Pow'r invoke. 
They climb the next Aſcent, and looking down, 580 
Now at a nearer diſtance view the Town: 
The Prince with Wonder ſees the ſtately Tow'rs, 
Which late were Huts, and Shepherds homely Bow'rs ; 
The Gates and Streets; and hears from ev'ry Part 
The Noiſe, and buſy Concourſe of the Mart. 585 
The toiling Tyr:ans on each other call, 
To ply their Labour ; Some extend the Wall, 
Some build the Citadel; the brawny Throng 
Or dig, or puſh unwieldy Stones along. 
Some for their Dwellings chooſe a Spot of Ground, 5900 
Which, firſt deſign'd, with Ditches they ſurround, 
Some Laws ordain, and ſome attend the Choice 
Of holy Senates, and ele& by Voice. 
Here ſome deſign a Mole, while others there 
Lay deep Foundations for a Theatre : 595 
From Marble Quarries mighty Columns hew, 
For Ornaments of Scenes, and future View, 
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Such is their Toil, and ſuch their buſy Pains, 

As exerciſe the Bees in flow'ry Plains; 

When Winter paſt, and Summer ſcarce begun, 6cs 
Invites them forth to labour in the Sun: 

Some lead their Youth abroad, while ſome condenſe 
Their liquid Store, and ſome in Cells diſpenſe. 

Some at the Gate ſtand ready to receive 

The Golden Burden, and their Friends relieve, 605 
All, with united Force, combine to drive 

The lazy Drones from the laborious Hive; 

With Envy ſtung, they view each other's Deeds ; 

The fragrant Work with Diligence proceeds, 

Thrice happy you, whoſe Walls already riſe; 610 
£ZEneas ſaid; and view'd, with lifted Eyes, 

Their lofty Tow'rs: then entring at the Gate, 
Conceal'd in Clouds, (prodigious to relate) 

He mix'd, unmark'd, among the buſy Throng, 

Born by the Tide, and paſs'd unſeen along. 615 
Full in the Center of the 'Town there ſtood, 

Thick ſet with Trees, a venerable Wood: 

The Tyriaus landing near this holy Ground, 

And digging here, a proſp'rous Omen found: 

From under Earth a Courſer's Head they drew, 620 
Their Growth and future Fortune to foreſhew : | 
This fated Sign their Foundreſs Juno gave, 

Of a Soil fruitful, and a People brave. 


Sidenian 
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Sidonian Dido here with ſolemn State 

Did Juno's Temple build, and conſecrate: 625 
Enrich'd with Gifts, and with a Golden Shrine; 

But more the Goddeſs made the Place Divine. 

On Brazen Steps the Marble Threſhold roſe, 

And brazen Plates the Cedar Beams incloſe: 

The Rafters are with brazen Cov' rings crown'd, 630 
The lofty Doors on brazen Hinges ſound. 

What firſt Zneas in this Place beheld, 

Reviv'd his Courage, and his Fear expell'd. 

For while, expecting there the Queen, he rais'd 

His wond'ring Eyes, and round the Temple gaz'd; 63; 
Admir'd the Fortune of the riſing Town, 

The ſtriving Artiſts, and their Arts renown ; 

He ſaw in order painted on the Wall, 

Whatever did unhappy Troy befall : 

The Wars that Fame around the World had blown, 64c 
All to the Life, and ev'ry Leader known. 

There Agamemnon, Priam here he ſpies, 

And fierce Achilles who both Kings defies. 

He flop'd, and weeping ſaid, O Friend! ev'n here 
rne Monuments of 7 rojan Woes appear ! 045 
Our known Diſaſters fill ev'n foreign Lands : 

See there, where old unhappy Priam ſtands ! 

Ev'n the mute Walls relate the Warrior's Fame, 

And Trgan Griefs the Tyrians Pity claim. 


He 
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He ſaid: his Tears a ready Paſſage find, 650 


Devouring what he ſaw ſo well deſign'd; 

And with an empty Picture fed his Mind. 

For there he ſaw the fainting Grecians yield, 

And here the trembling Trojans quit the Field, 

Purſu'd by fierce Achilles through the Plain, 655 

On his high Chariot driving o'er the Slain. 

The Tents of Rhe/as next, his Grief renew, 

By their white Sails betray'd to nightly view. 

And wakeful D:omede, whoſe cruel Sword 659 

The Centries flew ; nor ſpar'd their ſlumb'ring Lord. 

Then took the fiery Steeds, ere yet the Food 

Of Troy they taſte, or drink the Xanthian Flood. 

Elſewhere he ſaw where Troilus defy'd 

Achilles, and anequal Combat try'd. 

Then, where the Boy diſarm'd, with looſen'd Reins, 665 

Was by his Horfes hurry'd o'er the Plains: 

Hung by the Neck and Hair, and drag'd around, 

The hoſtile Spear yet ſticking in his Wound ; 

With Tracks of Blood inſcrib'd the duſty Ground. 

Mean time the Trejan Dames oppreſs'd with Woe, 

To Pallas Fane in long Proceſſion go, 671 

In hopes to reconcile their heav'nly Foe: 

They weep, they beat their Breaſts, they rend their _ 

And rich embroider'd Veſts for Preſents bear: 


But the ſtern Goddeſs ſtands unmov'd with Pray'r. 
Thrice 
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Thrice round the Tran Walls Achilles drew 676 
The Corps of Hector, whom in Fight he flew. 

Here Priam ſues; and there, for Sums of Gold, 

The lifeleſs Body of his Son is fold. 

So ſad an Object, and ſo well expreſs'd, 680 
Drew Sighs and Grones from the griev'd Hero's Breaſt: 
To ſee the Figure of his lifeleſs Friend, 

And his old Sire, his helpleſs Hand extend, 

Himſelf he ſaw amidſt the Grecian Train, 

Mix'd in the bloody Battle on the Plain. 685 
And ſwarthy Memnon in his Arms he knew, 

His pompous Enſigns, and his Indian Crew. 
Pentheſilea, there, with haughty Grace, 

Leads to the Wars an Amazonian Race: 

In their right Hands a pointed Dart they wield; 699 
The leit, for Ward, ſuſtains the Lunar Shield. 
Athwart her Breaſt a Golden Belt ſhe throws, 

Amidſt the Preſs alone provokes a thouſand Foes : 
And dares her Maiden Arms to Manly Force oppoſe. 
Thus, while the Trojan Prince employs his Eyes, 695 
Fix'd on the Walls with Wonder and Surpriſe; 

The beauteous Dido, with a num'rous Train, 

And Pomp of Guards, aſcends the ſacred Fane, 

Such on Eurotat Banks, or Cynthus' height, 

Diana leems ; and fo ſhe charms the Sight, 700 


When 
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When in the Dance the graceful Goddeſs leads 
The Quire of Nymphs, and overtops their Heads. 
Known by her Quiver, and her lofty Mien, 

She walks majeſtick, and ſhe looks their Queen: 
Latona ſees her ſhine above the reſt, 

And feeds with ſecret Joy her filent Breaſt, 

Such Dido was; with ſuch becoming State, 
Amidſt the Crowd, ſhe walks ſerenely great. 
Their Labour to ner future Sway ſhe ſpeeds, 
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And paſſing with a gracious Glance proceeds: 710 
Then mounts the Throne, high plac'd before the Shrine; 
In Crowds around, the ſwarming People join. 

She takes Petitions, and diſpenſes Laws, 

Hears, and determines ev'ry private Cauſe, 

Their Taſks in equal Portions ſhe divides, 715 
And where unequal, there by Lots decides. 

Another way by chance Zxeas bends 

His Eyes, and unexpected ſees his Friends: 

Antheus, Sergeſtus grave, Claantbus ſtrong, 

And at their backs a mighty Trojan Throng : 720 
Whom late the Tempeſt on the Billows toſt, 

And widely ſcatter'd on another Coaſt. 

The Prince, unſeen, ſurpriz'd with Wonder flands, 
And longs, with joyful haſte, to join their Hands: 

But doubtful of the wiſh'd Event, he ſtays, 725 
And from the hollow Cloud his Friends ſurveys : 
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Impatient till they told their preſent State, 
And where they left their Ships, and what their Fate; 
And why they came, and what was their Requeſt : 
For theſe were ſent commiſſion'd by the reſt, 


To ſue for leave to land their fickly Men, 
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And gain Admiſſion to the gracious Queen. 

Ent'ring, with Cries they fill'd the holy Fane; 

Then thus, with lowly Voice, Jlioneus began. 

O Queen! indulg'd by Favour of the Gods, 

To found an Empire in theſe new Abodes ; 

To build a Town, with Statutes to reftrain 

The wild Inhabitants beneath thy Reign : 

We wretched Trojans toſt on ev'ry Shore, 

From Sea to Sea, thy Clemency implore: 740 

Forbid the Fires our Shipping to deface, 

Receive th' unhappy Fugitives to Grace, 

And ſpare the Remnant of a pious Race. 

We come not with Defign of waſteful Prey, 

To drive the Country, force the Swains away : 

Nor ſach our Strength, nor ſuch is our Deſire, 
The Vanquifh'd dare not to ſuch Thoughts aſpire, 

A Land there is, Heſperia nam'd of old, 

The Soil is fruitful, and the Men are bold: 

Th' Oenotrians held it once, by common Fame, 


Now call'd 1:alia, from the Leader's Name. 


TS 


EN. I. A-N-E-1:S. 


To that ſweet Region was our Voyage bent, 
When Winds, and ev'ry warring Element, 
Diſturb'd our Courſe, and far from ſight of Land, 
Calt our torn Veſſels on the moving Sand: 755 
The Sea came on; the South with mighty Roar, 
Diſpers'd and daſh'd the reſt upon the Rocky Shore. 
Thoſe Few you ſee eſcap'd the Storm, and fear, 

Unleſs you interpoſe, a Shipwreck here; 

VV hat Men, what Monſters ; what inhuman Race, 760 
What Laws, what barb'rous Cuſtoms of the Place, 
Shut up a Deſart Shore to drowning Men, 

And drive us to the cruel Seas agen 

If our hard Fortune no Compaſſion draws, 

Nor hoſpitable Rights, nor human Laws, 765 
The Gods are juſt, and will revenge our Cauſe. 


neat was our Prince, a juſter Lord, 
Or nobler Warrior, never drew a Sword : | 
Obſervant of the Right, religious of his Ward. 

If yet he lives, and draws this vital Air; 77S 
Nor we his Friends of Safety ſhall deſpair ; 

Nor you, great Queen, theſe Offices repent, 

Which he will equal, and perhaps augment. 

We want not Cities, nor Sicilian Coaſts, 

Where King Ace/tes Trejan Lineage boaſts. 775 
Permit our Ships a Shelter on your Shores, 

Refitted from your Woods with Planks and Oars; 


That 
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That if our Prince be ſafe, we may renew 
Our deſtin'd Courſe, and Jaly Purſue. 
But if, O beſt of Men ! the Fates ordain 780 
That thou art ſwallow'd in the Libyan Main: 
And if our young lulus be no more, 
Diſmiſs our Navy from your friendly Shore 
That we to good Aceffer may return, 
And with our Friends our common Loſſes mourn, 78; 
Thus ſpoke Ilioneus; the Tran Crew 
With Cries and Clamours his Requeſt renew, 
The modeſt Queen a while, with down-caſt Eyes, 
Ponder'd the Speech ; then briefly thus replies. 
Trojans, diſmiſs your Fears: my cruel Fate, 790 
And Doubts attending an unſettled State, 
Force me to guard my Coaſt, from foreign Foes ; 
Who has not heard the Story of your Woes ? 
The Name and Fortune of your native Place, 
The Fame and Valour of the Phrygian Race ? 795 
We Tyrians are not ſo devoid of Senſe, 
Nor ſo remote from Phæbu Influence. 
Whether to Latian Shores your Courſe is bent, 
Or driv'n by Tempeſts from your firſt Intent, 
You ſeek the good Aceſtes Government; 800 
Your Men ſhall be receiv'd, your Fleet repair'd, 
And fail, with Ships of Convoy for your Guard: 


Or, 
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Or, wou'd you ſtay, and join your friendly Pow'rs, 

To raiſe and to defend the Tyrian Towers; 

My Wealth, my City, and myſelf are yours. 805 

And wou'd to Heav'n the Storm, you felt, wou'd bring 

On Carthaginian Coaſts your wand'ring King. 

My People ſhall, by my Command, explore 

The Ports and Creeks of ev'ry winding Shore ; 

And Towns, and Wilds, and ſhady Woods, in queſt 810 

Of ſo renown'd and fo defir'd a Gueſt. 

Rais'd in his Mind the Trojan Hero ſtood, 

And long'd to break from out his ambient Cloud; 

Achates found it; and thus urg'd his way : 

From whence, O Goddeſs-born, this long Delay? 815 

What more can you deſire, your Welcome fure, 

Your Fleet in Safety, and your Friends ſecure ? 

One only wants? and him we ſaw in vain 

Oppoſe the Storm, and ſwallow'd in the Main. 

Orantes in his Fate our Forfeit paid, 820 

The reſt agrees with what your Mother ſaid, 

Scarce had he ſpoken, when the Cloud gave way, 

The Miſts flew upward, and diſſolv'd in Day. 

The Tran Chief appear'd in open Sight, 

Auguſt in Viſage, and ſerenely bright. 825 

His Mother Goddeſs, with her Hands divine, 

Had form'd his curling Locks, and made his Temples 
ſhine : 


And 
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And giv'n his rolling Eyes a ſparkling Grace; 
And breath'd a youthful Vigour on his Face: 
Like poliſh'd Iv'ry, beauteous to behold, 830 
Or Parian Marble, when enchas'd in Gold : 
Thus radiant from the circling Cloud he broke ; 
And thus with manly Modeſty he ſpoke. 
He whom you ſeek am I: by Tempeſts toſt, 
And ſav'd tiom Shipwreck on your Libyan Coaſt : 835 
Preſenting, gracious Queen, before your Throne, 
A Prince that owes his Life to you alone. 
Fair Mzjefty, the Refuge and Redreſs 
Of thoſe whom Fate purſues, and Wants oppreſs. 
You, who your pious Offices employ 240 
To fave the Relicks of abandon'd Trey; 
Receive the Shipwreck'd on your friendly Share, 
With hoſpitable Rites relieve the Poor : 
Aſſociate in your Town a wand'ring Train, 
And Strangers in your Palace entertain. 845 
What Thanks can wretched Fugitives return, 
Who ſcatter'd thro' the World in Exile mourn 2 
The Gods (if Gods to Goodneſs are inclin'd,) 
If Acts of Mercy touch their heav'nly Mind; 
And more than all the Gods, your gen'rous Heart, 850 
Conſcious of Warth, requite its own Deſert ! 
In you this Age is happy, and this Earth ; 


And Parents more than Mortal gave you Birth. 
While 
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While rolling Rivers into Seas ſhall run, 

And round the Space of Heav'n the radiant Sun; 855 
While Trees the Mountain- tops with Shades ſupply, 
Your Honour, Name, and Praiſe ſhall never die. 
Whate'er Abode my Fortune has aſſign' d, 

Your Image ſhall be preſent in my Mind. 

Thus having ſaid; he turn'd with pious Haſte, 860 
And joyful his expecting Friends embrac'd ; 

With his right Hand Ilianeus was grac'd, 

Sereſtus with his Leſt; then to his Breaſt 

Cloantbus and the Noble Cya, preſt ; 

And ſo by Turns deſcended to the reſt. 865 

The Tyrian Queen ſtood fix'd upon his Face, 

Pleas'd with his Motions, raviſh'd with his Grace: 
Admir'd his Fortunes, more admir'd the Man; 
Then recollected ſiood; and thus began. 

What Fate, O Goddeſs- born, what angry Pow'rs 
Have caſt you ſhipwreck'd on our barren Shores? 871 
Are you the great -Zncas, known to. Fame, 

Who from celeſtial Seed your Lineage claim 

The ſame Zncas, who fair Venus bore 

To fam'd. Aucbſes on th' [dean Shore ? 875 
It calls into my Mind, tho' then a Child, 

When Teucer came from Salamis exil'd; 

And ſought my Father's Aid, to be reſtor'd : 


My Father Belus then with Fire and Sword 


Invaded 
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Invaded Cyprus, made the Region bare, 880 
And, conqu' ring, finiſh'd the ſucceſsful War. 

From him the Trojan Siege I underſtood, 

The Grecian Chiefs, and your Illuſtrious Blood. 

Your Foe himſelf the Dardan Valour prais'd, 

And his own Anceſtry from Trojans rais'd. 885 
Enter, my noble Gueſt; and you ſhall find, 

If not a coſtly Welcome, yet a kind. 

For I myſelf, like you, have been diſtteſt; 

Till Heav'n afforded me this Place of Reſt. 

Like you an Alien in a Land unknown, 890 
I learn to pity Woes, ſo like my own. 

She ſaid, and to the Palace led her Gueſt, 

Then offer'd Incenſe, and proclaim'd a Feaſt. 

Nor yet leſs careful for her abſent Friends, 

Twice ten fat Oxen to the Ships ſhe ſends : 895 
Beſides a hundred Boars, a hundred Lambs, 

With bleating Cries, attend their milky Dams. 

And Jars of gen'rous Wine, and ſpacious Bowls, 

She gives to chear the Sailors drooping Souls. 

Now Purple Hangings clothe the Palace Walls, 900 
And ſumptuous Feaſts are made in ſplendid Halls: 

On Tyrian Carpets, richly wrought, they dine; 

With Loads of maſſy Plate the Side- boards ſhine. 

And antick Vaſes all of Gold emboſs'd ; 

(The Gold itſelf inferior to the Coſt:) 905 
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Of curious Work, where on the Sides were ſeen 
The Fights and Figures of Illuſtrious Men; 


From their firſt Founder to the preſent Queen, 

The good Zneas, whoſe Paternal Care 
Ialus Abſence could no longer bear, 910 
Diſpatch'd Acbates to the Ships in haſte, 
To give a glad Relation of the paſt; 
And, fraught with precious Gifts, to bring the Boy 
Snatch'd from the Ruins of unhappy Troy : 
A Robe of Tiſſue, ſtiff with golden Wire; 915 
An upper Veſt, once Helen's rich Attire; 
From Argos by the fam'd Adultreſs brought: 
With golden Flow'rs and winding Foliage wrought ; 
Her Mother Leda's Preſent, when ſhe came | 
To ruin Troy, and ſet the World on flame. 920 
The Scepter Priam's eldeſt Daughter bore, 
Her orient Necklace, and the Crown ſhe wore; 
Of double Texture, glorious to behold; 
One Order ſet with Gems, and one with Gold. 
Inſtructed thus, the wife Achates goes: 925 
And in his Diligence his Duty ſhows. 

But Yenus, anxious for her Son's Affairs, 
New Counſels tries; and new Deſigns prepares: 
That Cupid ſhou'd aſſume the Shape and Face 


Of ſweet A/canius, and the ſprightly Grace: 930 


Shou'd 
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Shou'd bring the Preſents, in her Nephew's ſtead, 

And in E/:za's Veins the gentle Poiſon ſhed. 

For much ſhe fear'd the Tyr:ans, double-tongu'd, 

And knew the Town to Funo's Care belong d. 

Theſe Thoughts by Night her golden Slumbers broke; 


And thus alarm'd, to winged Love ſhe ſpoke, 936 


My Son, my Strength, whoſe mighty Pow'r alone 
Controls the Thund'rer, on his awful Throne; 
To thee thy much-afflicted Mother flies, 


And on thy Succour, and thy Faith relies 940 


Thou know'it, my Son, how Fowe's revengeful Wife, 
By Force and Fraud, attempts thy Brother's Life, 

And often haſt thou mourn'd with me his Pains ; 

Him Dido now with Blandiſhment detains ; 
But I ſuſpect the Town where Juno reigns, 945 
For this, *tis needful to prevent her Art, 

And fire with Love the proud Phenician's Heart, 

A Love ſo violent, ſo ſtrong, fo ſure, 

As neither Age can change, nor Art can cure. 

How this may be perform'd, now take my Mind: 950 
Aſcanius, by his Father is defign'd 

To come, with Preſents, laden from the Port, 

To gratify the Queen, and gain the Court. 

I mean to plunge the Boy in pleaſing Sleep, 

And, raviſh d, in Llalian Bow'rs to keep; 955 
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Or high Cyibera: That the ſweet Deceit 

May paſs unſeen, and none prevent the Cheat, 

Take thou his Form and Shape. I beg the Grace 

But only for a Night's revolving Space ; 
Thyſelf a Boy, aſſume a Boy's diſſembled Face. 960 
That when amidſt the Fervour of the Feaſt, 

The Tyrian hugs, and fonds thee on her Breaſt, 

And with ſweet Kiſſes in her Arms conſtrains, 

Thou mayꝰſt infuſe thy Venom in her Veins. 

The God of Love obeys, and ſets aſide 965 
His Bow, and Quiver, and his plumy Pride: 

He walks las in his Mother's Sight: 


And in the ſweet Reſemblance takes delight. 
The Goddeſs then to young 4/canins flies, 
And in a pleaſing Slumber ſeals his Eyes; 


970 
Lull'd in her Lap, amid a Train of Loves, 
She gently bears him to her bliſsful Groves: 
Then with a Wreath of Myrtle crowns his Head, 
And foftly lays him on a flow'ry Bed. 
Cupid mean time aſſum'd his Form and Face, 975 


Foll'wing Achates with a ſhorter Pace; 

And brought the Gifts. The Queen, already ſate 
Amici the Tran Lords, in ſhining State, 

High on a golden Bed: Her Princely Gueſt 


Was next her Side, in order ſate the ref. 


Vor. II. > "> Theg 


146 VTR G1IL's EN. I. 


Then Caniſters with Bread are heap'd on high; 

Th' Attendants Water for their Hands ſupply ; 
And having waſh'd, with filken Towels dry. 

Next fifty Handmaids in long Order bore 

The Cenſers, and with Fumes the Gods adore. 985 
Then Youths, and Virgins twice as many, join 

To place the Diſhes, and to ſerve the Wine. 

The Tyrian Train, admitted to the Feaſt, 

Approach, and on the painted Couches reſt. 

All on the Trqar Gifts, with Wonder gaze; 990 
But view the beauteous Boy with more Amaze. 

His roſy-colour'd Cheeks, his radiant Eyes, | 

His Motions, Voice, and Shape, and all the Gods Diſguiſe. 
Nor paſs unprais'd the Veit and Veil Divine, 

Which wand'ring Foliage and rich Flow'rs entwine. 
But far above the reſt, the Royal Dame, 996 
(Already doom'd to Love's diſaſtrous Flame ;) 

With Eyes inſatiate, and tumultuous Joy, 

Beholds the Preſents, and admires the Boy, 

The guileful God, about the Hero long, ICCO 
With Children's Play, and falſe Embraces hung ; 

Then ſought the Queen: She took him to her Arms, 
With greedy Pleaſure, and devour'd his Charms. 
Unhappy Dido little thought what Gueſt, 


How dire a God ſhe drew ſo near her Breaſt. 
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But he, not mindleſs of his Mother's Pray 'r, 

Works in the pliant Boſom of the Fair; 

And moulds her Heart anew, and blots her former Care. 3 

The dead is to the living Love reſign'd, 

And all EZ zeas enters in her Mind. 1010 
Now, when the Rage of Hunger was appeas'd, 

The Meat remov'd, and ev'ry Gueſt was pleas'd; 

The golden Bowls with ſparkling Wine are crown'd, 

And through the Palace chearful Cries reſound. 

From gilded Roofs depending Lamps diſplay 1015 

Nocturnal Beams, that emulate the Day. 

A golden Bow], that ſhone with Gems Divine, 

The Queen commanded to be crown'd with Wine, 

The Bowl that Belus us'd, and all the 7yrian Line. 

Then Silence tarough the Hall proclaim'd, ſhe ſpoke: 

O holpitable Fove we thus invoke, 1020 

With ſolemn Rites, thy ſacred Name and Pow'r! 

Bleſs to both Nations this auſpicious Hour. 

So may the Tran and the Tyr:an Line, 

In laſting Concord, from this Day combine. 1025 

Thou, Bacchus, God of Joys and friendly Cheer, 

And gracious Juus, both be preſent here: 

And you, my Lords of Tyre, your Vows addreſs 

1o Heav'n with mine, to ratify the Peace. 

The Goblet then ſhe took, with Near crown'd, 1038 


(Sprinkling the firſt Libations on the Ground.) 
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And rais'd it to her Mouth with ſober Grace, 

Then ſipping, offer'd to the next in place. 

*T was Bitias whom ſhe call'd, a thirſty Soul, 

He took the Challenge, and embrac'd the Bowl: 1035 
With Pleaſure ſwill'd the Gold, nor ceas'd to draw, 
Till he the Bottom of the Brimmer ſaw. 

The Goblet goes around: [pas brought 

His golden Lyre, and ſung what ancient Atlas taught. 
The various Labours of the wand'ring Moon, . 1040 
And whence proceed th' Eclipſes of the Sun, 

'Th' Original of Men, and Beaſts; and whence 

The Rains ariſe, and Fires their Warmth diſpenſe; 
And fix'd, and erring Stars, diſpoſe their Influence. 
What ſhakes the ſolid Earth, what Cauſe delays 104; 
The Summer Nights, and ſhortens Winter Days. 

With Peals of Shouts the Zyrians praiſe the Song; 
'Thoſe Peals are echo'd by the Trojan Throng. 

Th' unhappy Queen with Talk prolong'd the Night, 
And drank large Draughts of Love with vaſt Delight. 
Of Priam much enquit'd, of Hector more; 1051 
Then aſk'd what Arms the ſwarthy Memnon wore ; 
What Troops he landed on the Tran Shore. 

The Steeds of Diamede vary'd the D:ſcourſe, 

And fierce Achilles, with his matchleſs Force. 105 5 
At length, as Fate and her ill Stars requir'd, 

Jo hear the Series of the War deſir'd: 


Re- 
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Relate at large, my God- like Gueſt, ſhe ſaid, 

The Grecian Stratagems, the Town betray'd ; 

The fatal Iſſue of ſo long a War, 1060 
Your Flight, your Wand'rings, and your Woes declare, 
For fince on ev'ry Sea, on ev'ry Coaſt, 

Your Men have been diſtreis'd, your Navy toſt, 

Sev'n times the. Sun has either Tropick view'd, 


The Winter baniſh'd, and the Spring renew'd, 1065 


The 


2 
2 


The Second Book of the 


VHV 


The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas relates how the City of Troy was taken after a 
Ten Years Siege, by the Treachery of Sinon, and the 
Stratagem of a Wooden Horſe. He declares the fixt 
Re/olution he had taken not to ſurvive the Ruins of 
his Country, and the various Adventures he met with 
in the Defence of it: at laſt laving been before advisrd 
by HeQor's G, and now by the Appearance of his 
Mother Venus, be ts prevaiPd upon to leave the Town, 
and jettle bis Heuſbold Gods in another Country, In 
order to this, he carries off his Father on his Shoulders, 
and leads his little Son by the Hand, his Wife following 
him behind. When be comes to the Place appointed for 
de general Rendezvous, he finds a great Confluence of 
Pecpie, but miſſes hes Wife, æubaſe Ghoſt afterwards 
appears io him, and tells him the Lana which ava 
{c/191"'d for rim. 


\ LL were attentive to the God-like Man; 
| » When from his lofty Couch he thus began: 
Great Queen, what you command me to relate, 


Renews the {ad Remembrance of our Fate, 
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An Empire from its old Foundations rent, 
And ev'ry Woe the Trajan underwent : 
A Peopl'd City made a Deſart Place; 
All that I ſaw, and part of which I was: 
Not ev'n the hardeſt of our Foes cou'd hear, 
Nor ſtern Uly/es tell without a Tear. 
And now the latter Watch of waſting Night, 
And ſetting Stars to kindly Reſt invite. 
But fince you take fuch Int'reſt in our Woe, 
And Troy's diſaſt'rous End defire to know: 
I will reſtraia my Tears, and briefly tell 15 
What in our laſt and fatal Night beſel. 

By Deſtiny compell'd, and in Deſpair, 
The Greeks grew weary of the tedious War : 
And by Mizerve's Aid a Fabrick rear'd, 
Which like a Steed of monſtrous height appear'd; 20 
The Sides were plank'd with Pine, they feipn'd it made 
For their Return, and this the Vow they paid, 
Thus they pretend, but in the hollow Side, 
Selected Numbers of their Soldiers hide : 
With inward Arms the dire Machine they load, 25 
And Iron Bowels ſtuff the dark Abode. 
In Sight of Trey lies Tenedss, an Iſle, 
(While Fortune did on Priam's Empire ſmile) 
Renown'd for Wealth; but ſince a faithleſs Bay, 
Where Ships expos'd to Winds and Weather lay. 30 
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There was their Fleet conceal'd: We thought for Greece 


The Sails were hoiſted, and our Fears releaſe. 
The Trejans coop'd within their Walls fo long, 
Unbar their Gates, and iſſue in a Throng, 

Like ſwarmipg Bees, and with Delight ſurvey 
The Camp deſerted where the Grecians lay: 

The Quarters of the ſev'ral Chiefs they thow'd, 
Here Phenix, here Achilles made abode, 

Here join'd the Battles, there the Navy rode. 
Part oa the Pile their wond'ring Eyes employ, 
(The Plle by Pallas rais'd to ruin Trey,) 
Tete firſt (tis doubtful whether hir'd, 

Or io the Tran Deſtiny requir'd) 

Mov'd that the Ramparts might be broken down, 
To lodge the- Monſter Fabrick in the Town. 

But Cagyc, and the reſt of ſounder Mind, 

The fatal Preſent to the Flames deſign'd; 

Or to the wat ry Deep: At leaſt to bore | 
The hollow Sides, and hidden Fraud: explore : 
The giddy Vulgar, as their Fancies guide, 

With Noiſe ſay nothing, and in Parts divide. 
Laccoun, follow'd by a num'rous Crowd, | 
Ran from the Fort; and cry'd, from far, aloud; 


O wretched. Countrymea! what Fury reigns? 


40 


What more than Madneſs has poſſeſs'd your Brains? 55 


Think. 


” 


AEN. II. NE 18 153 


Think you the Grecians from your Coaſts are gone, 

And are U!y/es” Arts no better known ? 

This hollow Fabrick either muſt incloſe, 

Within its blind Receſs, our ſecret Foes ; 

Or tis an Engine rais'd above the Town, 60 

T' o'erlook the Walls, and then to batter down. 

Somewhat 15 ſure deſign d; by Fraud or Force; 

Truft not their Preſents, nor admit the Horſe, 

Thus having ſai, againſt the Steed he threw 

His forceful Spear, which, hiſſing as it flew, 65 

Pierc'd thro' the yielding Planks of jointed Wood, 

And trembling in the hollow Belly ſtood. 

The Sides tranſpierc'd, return a rattling Sound, 

And Grones of Greek: inclos'd come iſſuing thro” the 
Wound. | 

And had not Heav'n the Fall of Trey deſign'd, 79 

Or had not Men been fated ta be blind, 

Enough was ſaid and done, t'inſpire a better Mind: 

Tien had our Lances pierc'd the treach'rous Wood, 


And Lian Tow'rs, and P, iam's Empire ſtood, 


Mean time, with Shouts, the Træjan Shepherds bring 75 


A captive Greek in Bands, before the King: 
Taken, to take; who made himſelf their Prey, 
T' impoſe on their Belief, and Troy betray, 
Fix'd on his Aim, and obſtinately bent 


To die undaunted, or to circumvent, 30 
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About the Captive, Tides of Trojans flow; 
All preſs to fee, and ſome inſult the Foe. 


Now hear how well the Greeks their Wiles diſguis d, 


Behold a Nation in a Man compris'd. 
Trembling the Miſcreant flood, unarm'd and bound 
He ſtar'd, and roll'd his hagard Eyes around: 
Then faid, Alas! what Earth remains, what Sea 
Is open to receive unhappy me! 
What Fate a wretched Fugitive attends, 
Scdrn'd by my Foes, abandon'd by my Friends, 
He ſaid, and ſigh'd, and caſt a rueful Eye: 
Our Pity kindles, and our Paſſions die. 
We chear the Youth to make his own Defence, 
And freely tell us what he was, and whence: 
What News he cou'd impart, we long to know, 
Ard what to credit from a captive Foe. 

His Fear at length diſmiſe'd, he ſaid, whate'er 
My Fate ordaine, my Words fall be ſincere : 
1 neither can, nor dare my Birth diſclaim, 
Greece is my Country, Sinnen is my Name: 
Though plung'd by Fortune's Power in Mitery, 
"Tis not in Fortune's Pow'r to make me lye. 
If any Chance has hither brought tie Name 
Of Palamedes, not unknown to Fame, 
Who ſuffer'd from the Malice of the Times; 


Accus'd and fentenc'd for pretended Crimes : 


, 


II. 


85 


Becauſe 
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Fecauſe the fatal Wars he wou'd prevent; 

Whoſe Death the wretched Greeks too late lament; 
Me, then a Boy, my Father, poor and bare 

Of other Means, committed to his Care: 110 
His Kinſman and Companion in the War. 

While Fortune favour'd, while his Arms ſupport 

The Cauſe, and rul'd the Counſels of the Court, 
made ſome Figure there; nor was my Name 
Obſcure, nor I without my Share of Fame. 115 
But when Uly/es, with fallacious Arts, 

Had made Impreſſion in the Peoples Hearts; 

And forg'd a Treaſon in my Patron's Name, 

(I ſpeak of things too far divulg'd by Fame) 

My Kinſman fell ; then I, without Support, 120 
[n private mourn'd his Loſs, and left the Court. 

Mad as I was, I cou'd not bear his Fate 

With filent Grief, but loudly blam'd the State: 

And curs'd the direful Author of my Woes, 

'I was told again, and hence my Ruin roſe. 125 
{ threaten'd, if indulgent Heav'n once more 

Wou'd land me ſafely on my native Shore, 

His Death with double Vengeance to reſtore. 

This mov'd the Murd'rer's Hate, and ſoon enſu'd 


Th' Effects of Malice from a Man fo proud. 139 


Ambiguous Rumors thro? the Camp he ſpread, 
And ſought, by Treaſon, my devoted Head: 
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New Crimes invented, leſt unturn d no Stone, 
To make my Guilt appear, and hide his own. 134 
Till Calcbat was by Force and Threat'ning wrought : 


But why 


why dwell I on that anxious Thought ? 
It on my Nation juſt revenge you ſeck, 

And ”tis t' appear a Foe, t' appear a Greet 

Already you my Name and Country know, 

Aſſwage your Thuſt of Blood, and ſtrike the Blow: 
My Death will both the Kingly Brothers pleaſe, 14: 
And ſet inſatiate /rhacus at eaſe. 

This fair unfiniſh'd Tale, theſe broken Starts, 

Rais'd Expectations in our longing Hearts; 


Unknowing as we were in Grecian Arts, 


His former Trembling once again renew'd, 143 
With acted Fear, the Villain thus purſu'd. 
Long had the Crecians (tir'd with fruitleſs Care, 
And wear y' d with an unſucceſ ful War,) 
Reſolv'd to raiſe the Siege, and leave the Town; 152 


And had the Gods permitted, they had gone. 

But oft the Wint'ry Seas, and Southern Winds, 
Withſtood their Paſſage home, and chang'd their Minds. 
Portents and Prodigies their Souls amaz d; 


But moſt, when this ſtupendious Pile was rais d. 1 


Un 
W1 


Then flaming, Metcors, hung in Air, were ſeen, 


And Thunders rattled through a Sky ſerene: 


Diſmay'd, 


EN. II. E-NE FS 137 


Diſmay d, and fearful of ſome dire Event, 

Eur ęylut, t enquire their Fate, was ſent; 

He from the Gods this dreadful Anſwer brought; 160 
O Grecians, when the Trojan Shores you ſought, 

Your Paſſage with a Virgin's Blood was bought: 

So mult your ſafe Return be bought again; 

And Grecian Blood, once more atone the Main. 

The ſpreading Rumour round the People ran ; 165 
All fear'd, and each believ'd himſelf the Man. 

Le took th' Advantage of their Fright b 

Call'd Ca/chas, and produc'd in open Sight: 

Then bade him name the Wretch, ordain'd by Fate, 
The publick Victim, to redeem the State. 170 
Already ſome preſag'd the dire Event, 

And ſaw what Sacrifice Ct meant. 

For twice five Days the good old Seer withſtood 

Th' intended Treaſon, and was dumb to Blood. 

Till tir'd with endleſs Clamours, and Purſuit 175. 
Of Isbacus, he ſtood no longer Mute: 

But as it was agreed, pronounc'd that I 

Was deitin'd by the wrathful Gods to die. 

All prais'd the Sentence, pleas'd the Storm ſhou'd fall 
On one alone, whoſe Fury threaten'd all. 150 
Tae diſmal Day was come, the Prieſts prepare 


Fei 


!-aven'd Cakes, and Fillets for my Hair. 
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I follow'd Nature's Laws, and muſt avow 
I broke my Ponds, and fled the fatal Blow. 
Hid in a weedy Lake all Night I lay, 
Secure of Safety when they ſuil'd away. 


But now what further Hopes for me remain, 


Tee my Friends or native Soil again? 
My t-:.der lufants, or my careful Sire; 


Whom they returning will to Death require? 
Wil perpetrate on them their firſt Deſign, 

And take the Forfeit of their Heads for mine? 
Which, O if Pity mortal Minds can move 

If there be Faith below, or Gods above! 

If Tnnocence and Truth can claim Deſert, 

Ye Trejans, from an injur'd Wretch avert. 

Falſe Tears true Pity move: the King commands 


To looſe his Fetters, and unbini his Hands: 


I GO 


195 


Then adds theſe friendly Words; Diſmiſs thy Fears, 


Forget the Creeks, be mine as thou vert theirs: 
But truly tell, was it for Force or Guile, 

Or ſome religious End, you rais'd tb is Pile ? 
Thus ſaid the King. He, full of fraudful Arts, 
This well-invented Tale for Truth imparts ; 

Ye Lamps of Heav'n! he ſaid, and lifted high 
His Hands now free, thou venerable Sky, 
Inviolable Pow'rs, ador'd with Dread, 

Ye fatal Fillets, that once bound this Head, 


Ye ſacred Altars, from whoſe Flames I fed! 


200 
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Be all of you abjur'd; and grant I may, 
Without a Crime, th' ungrateful Greets betray |! 


Reveal the Secrets of the guilty State, 


Aud juitly puniſh whom I juſtly hate 
But you, O King, preſerve the Faith you gave, 
if I, to fave mylelf, your Empire fave. 215 
The Grec:an Hopes, and all th' Attempts they made, | | 
Were only founded on Minerca's Aid. | | 
But from the Time when impious Diomear, | 
And faite Lt, that inventive Head, | 
Her fatal Image from the Temple drew, 220 
The ſleeping Guardians of the Caſtle flew, 
Her Virgin Statue with their bloody Hands 
Polluted, and prophan'd her holy Bands: 
From thence the Tide of Fortune left their Shore, 
And ebb'd much faſter than it flow'd before: 225 
Their Courage languiſn'd, as their Hopes decay'd, 
And Pallas, now averſe, refus'd her Aid. 
Nor did the Goddeſs doubtfully declare 
Her alter'd Mind, and alienated Cate: 
When firſt her fatal Image touch'd the Ground, 
She ſternly caſt her glaring Eyes arour d; 


* 
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That ſparkled as they roll'd, and ſeem'd to threat 

Her heav'nly Limbs diſtill'd a briny Sweat. 

Thrice from the Ground ſhe leap'd, was ſeen to wield 

Her brandiſh'd Lance, and ſhake her horrid Shield. 235 
Then 
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Ihen Calcbas bade our Hoſt for Flight prepare, 


And hope no Conqueſt from the tedious War: 


Till firſt they ſail'd for Grecce; with Pray'rs beſought 


Her injur'd Pow'r, and better Qmens brought. 


And now their Navy ploughs the Wat'ry Main, 240 


Vet, ſoon expect it on your Shores again, 
With Pallas pleas d; as Calc has did ordain. 
But firſt, to reconcile the blue-ey'd Maid, 

For her ſtol'n Statue, and her Tow'r betray'd ; 
Warn'd by the Seer, to her offended Name 
We rais d, and dedicate this wond'rous Frame: 
So lofty, left tbro'ꝰ your forbidden Gates 


It paſs, and intercept our better Fates. 
For, onee admitted there, our Hopes are loft ; 


And Trey may then a new Palladium boaſt. 
For ſo Religion and the Gods ordain ;. 
That if you violate with Hands prophane 
AMinerta's Gift, your Town in Flames ſhall burn; 
(Which Omen, © ye Gods, on Greca turn!) 
But if it climb, with your aſſiſting Hands, 
The Tr:jan Walls, and in the City ftands ; 
Then Troy ſhall Arges and Mhycenæ burn, 
And the Reverſe of Fate on us return. 

With ſuch Deceits he gain'd their eaſy Hearts, 
Too prone to credit his perfidious Arts, 


250 


260 


What 


An. II. XA NE LS. 


What Diomede, nor Thetis' greater Son, 

A thouſand Ships, nor ten Years Siege had done: 
Falſe Tears and fawning Words the City won. 

A greater Omen, and of worſe Portent, 


Did our unwary Minds with Fear torment; 20 


1 


Concurring to produce the dire Event, 

Laocson, Neptune's Prieſt by Lot that Year, 

Wich folemn Pomp then facrific' Steer. 

When, dreadful to behold, from Sea we ſpy'd 

Two Serpents rank'd abreaf, the Seas divide, 270 

And ſmoothly ſweep along the ſwelling Tide. 

Their flaming Creſts above the Waves they ſhow, 

Their Bellies ſeem to burn the Seas below: 

Their ſpeckled Tails advance to ſteer their Courſe, 274 

And on the ſoundipg Shore the flying Billows force. 

And now the Strand, and now the Plain they held, 

Their ardent Eyes with bloody Streaks were fill'd: 

Their nimble Tongues they brandiſh'd as they came, 

And lick'ditheir hiſſing Jaws, that ſputter'd Flame. 

V-e fled amaz'd ; their deſtin'd Way they take, 280 

And to Lavcccon and his Children make: 

And firſt around the tender Boys they wind, 

Then with their ſharpen'd Fangs their Limbs and Bodies 
grind. 

The wretched Father, running to their Aid 


With pious, baſe, bat vain, they next invade: 283: 


Twice 
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Twice round his Waſte their winding Volumes roll'd, 
And twice about his gaſping Throat they fold. 

The Prieſt, thus doubly chok'd, their Creſls divide, 
And tow':ing o'er his Head, in Triumph ride. 

With both his Hands he labours at the Knots, 290 
His holy Fillets the blue Venom blots : 

His Roaring fills the flitting Air around. 

Thus, when an Ox receives a glancing Wound, 

He breaks his Bands, the fatal Altar flies, 294 
And with loud Bellowings breaks the yielding Skies. 
Their Taſks perſorm'd, the Serpents quit their Prey, 
And to the Tow'r of Pallas make their way: 


Couch'd at her Feet, they lie protected chere, WM 
By her large Bugkler, and protended Spear. 
Amazement ſeizes all; the gen'ral Cry 300 


Proclaims Laccoon juſtly doom'd to die, 

Whoſe Hand the Will of Pa/las had withfteod, 

And dar'd to violate the Sacred Wood. 

All vote © admit the Steed, that vows be paid, 

And Incenſe offer d to th' offended Maid. 303 
A ſpacious Breach is made; the Town lies bare, 

Some hoifting Leavers, fore the Wheels prepare, 

And faften to the Horſes Feet: the reſt 

With Cables hawl along th' unwieldy Beall. 

Each on his Fellow for Aſſiſtance calls: 310 


At length the fatal Fabrick mounts the Walls, 
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Big with Deſtruction. Boys with Chaplets crown'd, 
And Quires of Virgins ſing, and dance around. 
Thus rais'd aloft, and then deſcending down, 


It enters o'er our Heads, and threats the Town, 31 


— 4 


O ſacred City ! built by Hands divine! 

O valiant Heroes of the Trozan Line | 

Four times he Ruck ; as oft the claſhing Sound 

Of Arms was heard, and inward Grones rebound, 

Yet mad with Zeal, and blinded with our Fate, 320 
We hawl along the Horſe, in ſolemn ſtate ; 

Then place the dire Portent within the Tow'r. 
C:fjanara cry'd, and curs'd th? unhappy Hour; 

Fore told our Fate; but by the Gods Decree 

All heard, and none believ'd the Prophecy. 325 
With Branches we the Fanes adorn, and waſte 

In ſollity, the Day ordain'd to be the laſt. 

Mean time the rapid Heav'ns roll'd down the Light, 
And on the ſhaded Ocean ruſh'd the Night: 

Our Men ſecure, nor Guards nor Centries held, 330 
But eaſy Sleep their weary Limbs compell'd. 

The Crecians had embark'd their Naval Pow'ss 

From Tenedos, and ſought our well known Shores: 

Safe under Covert of the filent Night, 


Ard guided by th' Imperial Gaitey's Light. 


3 
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When Sinn, favour'd by the partial Gods, 
Unlock'd the Horſe, and op'd his dark Avodes; 


Reſtor'd 
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Reftor'd to vital Air our hidden Foes, 

Who joyful from their long Confinement roſe. 

Tanger bold, and S:henelus their Guide, 340 
And dire Ui;/c; down the Cable tide : 

Then Toa, Athamas, and Pyrrius haſte; 

Nor was the Pcdaiprian Hero laſt: 

Nor injur'd Menelaus, nor the fam'd 

Eeus, who the fatal Engine fram'd. 345 
A. nameleſs Crowd ſucceed; their Forces join 

T? invace the Town, oppreſs'd with Sleep and Wine. 
T hoſe few they find awake, firit meet their Fate, 

Then to their Fellows they unbar the Gate. 

*T was in the dead of Night, when Sleep repairs 350 


Our Bodies worn with Toils, our Minds with Cares, 


When Hector's Ghoſt before my Sight appears: 


A bloody Shrowd he ſeem'd, and bath'd in Tears. 
Such as he was, when, by Pelides flain, 

The//a/ian Courſers drag'd him o'er the Plain. 355 
Swoln were his Feet, as when the Thongs were thruſt 
Through the bor'd Holes, his Body black with Duft. 
Unlike that He4vr, who return'd from Toils. 

Of War Triemphant, in Tacian Spoils: 

Or him, who made the fainting Greeks retire, 360 
Aad lanch'd againſt their Navy Phrygian Fire. 

His Hair. and Beard ſtood ſtiffen'd with his Gore; 

And all the Wounds he for his Country bore, 
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Now ſtream'd afreſh, and with new Purple ran: 

I wept to ſee the viſionary Man : 365 
And while my Trance continu'd, thus began. 

O Light of Trojans, and Support of Tray, 

Thy Father's Champion, and thy Country's Joy 

O, long expected by thy Friends! from whence 

Art thou fo late retarn'd for our Defence? 370 
Do we behold thee, weary'd as we are, 

With Length of Labours, and with Toils of War ? 
After ſo many Fun'rals of thy own, 

Art thou reſtor'd to thy declining Town ? 

But ſay, what Wounds are theſe ? What new Diſgrace 
Deforms the manly Features of thy Face ? 376 
To this the Spectre no Reply did frame; 

But anſwer'd to the Cauſe for which he came: 

And, groning from the Bottom of his Breaft, 


This Warning, in theſe mournful Words, expteſs' d. 


+4 
45> 
he 


O Goddeſs-born ! eſcape, by timely Flight, 
The Flames, and Horrors of this fatal Night. 
The Foes already have poſſeſs'd the Wall, 
Troy nods from high, and totters to her Fall. 


Enough 1s paid to Priam's Royal Name, 


4 


More than enough to Duty and to Fame. 
It by a mortal Hand my Father's Throne 


Cou'd be defended, *twas by mine alone ; 


N W 
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Now Trey to thee commends her future State 
And gives her God: Companions of thy Fate 395 
From their Aſſiſtance happier alls expect, 
Which, wand' ring long, at laſt t:cu malt erect. 

He faid, and brought me, from their bleit Abodes, 
The venerable Statut of the Gods: 

With ancient ///4 from the ſacred Quire, 39 


The V/reatks and Relicks of th' immortal Fire. 


5 


Now Peals of Shouts come thund'ring from afar, 
Cries, Threats, and loud Laments, and mingl'd War: 
The Noiſe approaches, though our Palace ſtood 
Aloof from Streets, encompaſs'd with a Wood. 400 
Louder, and yet more loud, I hear th* Alarms 


Of Human Cries diſtinct, and claſlung Arms: 


Fear broke my Slumbers: I no longer ſtay, 
But mount the Terraſs, thence the Town ſurves : 
And hearken what the fruitful Sounds convey, 405 
Thus when a Flood of Fire by Wind is born, 
Crackling it rolls, and mows the flanding Corn: 
Or Deluges, deſcending on the Plains, | 
Sweep O'er the yellow Year, deſtroy the Pains 
Of lab'ring Oxen, and the Peaſant's Gains: 410 
Unroot the Foreſt Oaks, and bear away 
Flocks Folds, and Trees, an undiſtinpuiſh'd Prey. 
The Shepherd climbs the Cliff, and ſees from far, 
The waſteful Ravage of the wat'ry War. 
Ther 
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Then He&or's Faith was manifeflly clear'd ; 415 
And Grecian Frauds in open Light appear'd, 


The Palace of Deiphobus aſcends 

In ſmoky Flames, and catches on his Friends, 

Ucal-gon burns next; the Seas are bright 

With Splendor, not the ir own; and ſhine with Ty9ja; Light, 
New Clamours and new Clangors now ariſe, 421 
The Sound of Trumpets mix'd with fighting Crics, 
With Frenzy ſeiz'd, I run to meet th' Alarme, 

Reſolv'd on Death, reſolv'd to die in Arms. 


But firſt to gather Friends, with them t' oppoſe, 43 


1 


If Fortune favour'd, and repel the Foes. 

Spurr'd by my Courage, by my Country fir'd ; 

With Senſe of Honour, and Revenge inſpir'd. 
Pantheus, Apollo's Prieſt, a ſacred Name, 

Had *ſcap'd the Grecian Swords, and paſs'd the Flame; 

With Relicks loaden, to my Doors he fled, 431 

And by the Hand his tender Grand ſon led. 

What hope, O Pantheus! whither can we run? 

Where make a ſtand ? and what may yet be done? 

Scarce had I ſaid, when Panthers, with a Grone, 435 

Troy is no more, and {/zum was a Town! 

The fatal Day, tli' appointed Hour is come, 

When wrathful Zowe's irrevocable Doom 


Transfers the Tran State to Crecian Hands, 


The Fire conſumes tits Town, the Foe commands: 


And 
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And armed Hoſts, an unexpected Force, 441 
Break from the Bowels of the Fatal Horſe. 

Within the Gates, proud Sinon throws about 

The Flames, and Foes for Entrance preſs without. 
With thouſand others, whom I fear to name, 445 
More than from Argos, or Mycenez came, 

To fev'ral Poſts their Parties they divides 

Some block the narrow Streets, ſome ſcour the wide, 
The bold they kill, th' unwary they ſurpriſe; 449 
Who fights finds Death, and Death finds him who flies. 
The Warders of the Gate but ſcarce maintain 

Th' unequal Combat, and reſiſt in vain. 

J heard; and Heaven, that well-born Souls inſpires, 
Prompts me, thro' lifted Swords, and riüng Fires 

To run, where claſhing Arms and Clamour calls, 45 
And ruſh undaunted to defend the Walls. 

Ripheus and [phitus by my Side engage, 

For Valour one renown'd, and one for Age. 

Dymas and Hipanis by Moonlight knew 459 
My Motions, and my Mien, and to my Party drew; 
With young Chirebus, who by Love was led 

To win Renown, and fair C /arari's Bed; 

And lately brought his Troops to Priam's Aid: 
Forewarn'd in vain, by the Prophetic Maid. 

Whom, when I 3 refolv'd in Arms to fall, 465 


And that one Spirit animated all ; 


Brave 
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Brave Souls, faid T, but Brave, alas ! in vain: 

Come, finiſh what our cruel Fates ordain. 

You ſee the deſp'rate State of our Affairs; 

And Heav'ns protecting Pow'rs are deaf to Pray'rs. 470 
The paſſive Gods behold the Greeks defile 
Their Temples, and abandon to the Spoil 
Their own Abodes ; we, feeble Few, conſpire 
To fave a finking Town, involv'd in Fire. 
Then let us fall, but fall amidſt our Foes. 
Deſpair of Life, the Means of living ſhows, 
So bold a Speech encourag'd their Deſire 

Of Death, and added Fuel to their Fire. 


473 


As kungry Wolves, wich raging Appetite, 


Scour taro? the Fields, nor fear the ſtormy Night; 486 


Their Whelps at home expect the promis'd Food, 
And long to temper their dry Chaps in Blood: 
Sa ruſh'd we forth at once, reſolv'd to die, 
Reſolv'd in Death the laſt Extremes to try. 

We leave the narrow Lanes behind, and dare 
Th' unequal Combat in the publick Square: 
Night was our Friend, our Leader was Deſpair. 
What Tongue can tell the Slaughter of that Night? 


What Eyes can weep the Sorrows and Affright! 
An ancient and imperial City falls, 


185 


439 
The Str.e:s are fill'd with frequent Funerals : 
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Houſes and holy Temples float in Blood, 
And hoſtile Nations make a common Flood. 
Not only Træjans fall, but in their turn, 
The Vanquiſh d triumph, and the Victors mourn. 495 
Ours take new Courage from Deſpair and Night; 
Confus'd the Fortune is, confus'd the Fight. | 
All Parts reſound with Tumults, Plaints, and Fears, 
And griſly Death in ſundry Shapes appears. 
Androgeos fell among us, with his Band, 500 
Who thought us Greciaus newly come to Land: 
From whence, ſaid he, my Friends, this long Delay ? 
You loiter, while the Spoils are born away: 
Our Ships are laden with the Trojan Store, 
And you like Truants come too late aſhore, 505 
He ſaid, but foon corrected his Miſtake, 
Found, by the doubtful Anſwers which we make: 
Amaz'd, he wou'd have ſhun'd th' unequal Fight, 
But we, more num'rous, intercept his Flight. 
As when ſome Peaſant iu a buſhy Brake 519 
Has with unwary Footing pres d a Snake; 
He ſtarts aſide, aftoniſh'd, when he ſpies 
His riſing Creſt, blue Neck, and rolling Eyes: 
So from our Arms, ſurpiiz'd Audrogecs flies. 
In vain ; for him and his we compaſs round, 51; 
Poſſeſd with Fear, unknowing of the Ground; 
And of their Lives an eaſy Conqueſt found. 

Thas 
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Thus Fortune on our firſt Endeavour ſmiPd ; 

Cborœbus then, with youthful Hopes beguil'd, | 
Swoln with Succeſs ; and of a daring Mind, 520 
This new Invention fatally defign'd. 

My Friends, ſaid he, fince Fortune ſhows the way, 
Tis fit we ſhou'd th” auſpicious Guide obey, 

For what has ſhe theſe Grecian Arms beſtow'd, 

But their Deſtruction, and the Trojans Good ? 52 
Then change we Shields, and their Devices bear, 

Let Fraud ſupply the Want of Foree in War. 


They find us Arms. This ſaid, himſelf he dreſs'd 
In dead Androgeos Spoils, his upper Veſt, 


5 


His painted Buckler, and his plumy Creſt. 530 

Thus Rypheus, Dymas, all the Trojan Train 

Lay down their own Attire, and ſtrip the Slain. 

Mix'd with the Greets, we go with ill Preſage, 

Flatter'd with Hopes to glut our greedy Rage: 

Unknown, aſſaulting whem we blindly meet, 535 

And ſtrew, with Grecian Carcaſes, the Street. 

Thus while their ſtragling Parties we defeat, 

Some to the Shore and ſafer Ships retreat: 

And ſome oppreſs'd with more ignoble Fear, 

Remount the hollow Horſe, and pant in ſecret there. 
But ah! what uſe of Valour can be made, 541 

When Heav'n's propitious Pow'rs refuſe their Aid! 
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Behold the royal Propheteſo, the Fair 
Caſſandra, dragg'd by ber diſhevel'd Hair 5 
Whom not Mixerva's Shrine, nor ſacred Bands, 545 
In Safety cou'd protect from ſacrilegious Hands: 
On Heav'n ſhe caſt her Eyes, ſhe ſigh d, ſhe cry d, 
(Twas all ſhe cou'd) her tender Arms were ty d. 
So fad a Sight Choraxbes cou'd not bear, 
But fir d with Rage, diſtracted with Deſpair; 550 
Amid the barb'rous Raviſhers he flew : 
Our Leader's raſh Example we purſue. 
But Storms of Stones, from the proud Temple's beight, 
Pour down, and on our batter'd Helms alight : 
We from our Friends receiv'd this fatal Blow, 555 
Who thought us Grecians, as we ſeem'd in ſhow. 
They aim at the miſtaken Creſts, from high, 
And ours beneath the pond'rous Ruin lie. 
Then, mov d with Anger and Diſdain, to ſee 
Their Troops difpers'd,. the royal Virgin free: 560 
The Grecians rally, and their Pow'rs unite ; 
With Fury charge us, and renew the Fight. 
The Brother-Kings with Aiaæ join their Force, 
And the whole Squadron of Thſalian Horſe, 

Thus, when the rival Winds their Quarrel try, 565 
Contending for the Kingdom of the Sky; 
South, Eaſt and Weſt, on airy Courſers born, 


The Whirlwind gathers, and the Wocds are torn : 
Then 
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T hen Nereus ſtrikes the Deep, the Billows riſe, 

And, mix'd with Ooze and Sand, pollute the Skies. 
The Troops we ſquander'd firſt, again appear 571 
From ſev'ral Quarters, and incloſe the Rear. 

They firſt obſerve, and to the reſt betray 

Our diff*rent Speech ; our borrow'd Arms ſurvey, 
Oppreſs d with Odds, we fall; CHoræ bus firſt, 575 
At Palla“ Altar, by Peneleus pierc'd. 

Then Rypbeus follow'd, in th* unequal Fight; 

Juſt of his Word, obſervant of the Right: 

Heav'n thought not ſo: Dymas their Fate attends, 
With Hypanis, miſtaken by their Friends. 5 90 


Nor Pant beus, thee, thy Mitre nor the Bands 
Of awful Phæbus, ſav'd from impious Hands. 


Ye Trojan Flames your Teſtimony bear, 
What I perform'd, and what I ſuffer'd there: 
No Sword avoiding in the fatal Strife, 585 
Expos'd to Death, and prodigal of Life, 
Witneſs, ye Heav'ns! I live not by my Fault, 
I ftrove to have deſerv'd the Death 1 ſought, 
But when I cou'd not fight, and wou'd have dy'd, 
Born off to diſtance by the growing Tide, 590 
Old [phitus and I were hurry'd thence, 
With Pelias wounded, and without Defence. 
New Clamors from th” inveſted Palace ring; 
We run to die, or diſengage the King. 
H 3 v9 
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So hot th' Aſſault, fo high the Tumult roſe, 535 
While ours defend, and while the Greets oppole ; 

As all the Dardan and 4rgolick Race 

Had been contracted in that narrow Space : 

Or as all Liam elle were void of Fear, 

And Tumult, War, and Slaughter only there. 695 
Their Targets in a Tortoiſe calt, the Foes 

Secure advancing, to the Turrets role : 

Some mount the ſcaling Ladders, ſome more bold 
Swerve upwards, and by Poſts and Pillars hold : 

Their left Hand gripes their Bucklers, in th'Aſcent, 605 
While with the Right they ſeize the Battlement. 

From the demoliſh'd Tow'rs the Trans throw 

Huge heaps of Stones, that falling, eruſh the Poe: 

And heavy Beams and Rafters from the Sides, 

(Such Arms their laſt Neceſſity provides :) 610 
And guilded Roofs come tumbling from on high, 

The Marks of State and ancient Royalty. 

The Guards below, fix'd in the Paſs, attend 

The Charge undaunted, and the Gate defend. 
Renew'd in Caurage, with recover'd Breath, 615 
A fecond time we ran to tempt our Death: 

To clear the Palace from the Foe, ſucceed 


The weary Living, and revenge the Dead. 


A Poftern-door, yet unobſerv'd and free, 
Join'd by the length. of a blind Gallery, 920 
Ta 
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To the King's Cloſet led, a Way well known 

To Hector'; Wife, while Priam held the Throne: 
Through which ſhe brought Hyanax, unſeen, 

To chear his Grandũre, and his Grandſire's Queen. 
Thro' this we paſs, and mount the Tow'r, from whence 
With unavailing Arms the Trojans make defence, 626 
From this the trembling King had oft deſery'd 

The Grec:an Camp, and ſaw their Navy ride. 

Beams from its lofty height with Swords we hew; 
Then wrenching with our Hands, th'Aflault renew, 630 
And where the Rafters on the Columns meet, 

We puſh them headlong with our Arms and Feet : 

The Lightning flies not ſwifter than the Fall; 

Nor Thunder louder than the ruin'd Wall : 

Down goes the Top at once; the Greeks beneath 635 
Are piecemeal torn, or pounded into Death. 

Yet more ſucceed, and more to Death are ſent ; 

We ceaſe not from above, nor they below relent. 
Before the Gate ſtood Pyrrhus, threabning loud, 

With glitt'ring Arms conſpicuous in the Crowd. 640 
So ſhines, renew'd in Youth, the creſted Snake, 

Who ſlept the Winter in a thorny Brake: 

And caſting off his Slough, when Spring returns, 

Now looks aloft, and with new Glory burns: 

Reſtor'd with pois'nous Herbs, his ardent Sides 645 
Reflect the Sun, and rais'd on Spires he rides; 
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High o'er the Graſs, hiſſing he rolls along, 

And brandiſhes by fits his forky Tongue. 

Proud Periphas, and fierce Automedsn, 

His Father's Charigteer, together run 650 
To force the Gate: The Syrian Infantry 

Ruſh on in Crouds, and the barr'd Paſſage free. 
Ent'ring the Court, with Shouts the Skies they rend, 
And flaming Firebrands to the Roofs aſcend. 

Himſelf among the Foremoſt, deals his Blows, 655 
And with his Ax repeated Strokes beſtows 

On the ſtrong Doors: Then all their Shoulders p:y, 
Tili from the Poſts the brazen Hinges fly. 

He hews apace, the double Bars at length 

Yield to his Ax, and unreſiſted Strength, 660 
A mighty Breach is made; the Rooms conceal'd 
Appear, and all the Palace is reveal'd. 


The Halls of Audience, and of publick State, 
And where the lonely Queen in ſecret fate. 


Arm'd Soldiers now by trembling Maids are ſeen, 66g 
With not a Door, and fcarce a Space between. 

The Houſe is fll'd with loud Laments and Cries, 

And Sh:ieks of Women rend the vaulted Skies. 


The fearful Matrons run from Place to Place, 


And kiſs the Threſholds, and the Poſts embrace. 670 


The fatal Work inhuman Pyrrhus plies, 
And all his Father ſparkles in his Eyes. 


Nor 
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Nor Bars, nor fighting Guards his Force ſuſtain. ; 

The Bars are broken, and the Guards are ſlain. 

In ruſh the Greeks, and ali th' Apartments fill; 675 
Thoſe few Defendants whom they find they kill. 

Not with fo fierce a Rage, the foaming Flood 

Roars, when he finds his rapid Courſe withſtood : 

Bears down the Dams with unrefiſted Sway, 

And ſweeps the Cattle and the Cots away. 680 
Theſe Eyes beheld him, when he march'd between 
The Brotber-King's: I ſaw th* unhappy Queen, 

The hundred Wives, and where old Priam ſtood, 

To ſtain his hallow'd Altar with his Blood. 

The fifty Nuptial Beds: {ſuch Hopes had he, 685 
So large a Promiſe of a Progeny.) 

The Poſts of plated Gold, and hung with Spoils, 
Fell the Reward of the proud Victor's Toils. 
Where e er the raging Fire had left a Space, 
The Grecians enter, and poſſeſs the Place. 690 
Perhaps you may of Pr:am's Fate enquire. 

He, when he faw his Regal Town on Fire, 

His ruin'd Palace, and his ent'ring Foes, 

On ev'ry Side inevitable Woes ; 

In Arms diſus'd, inveſts his Limbs decay d 

Like them, with Age; a late and uſeleſs Aid. 
His feeble Shoulders ſcarce the Weight ſuſtain : 
Loaded, not arm'd, he creeps along, with Paia ; 
Deſpairing of Succeſs ; ambitious to be ſlain! 


695 
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Uncover'd but by Heav'n, there ſtood in view 720 
An Altar; near the Hearth a Laurel grew ; 

Dedder'd with Age, whoſe Boughs encompaſs round 
The Houſhold Gods, and ſhade the holy Ground. 
Here Hecuba, with all her helpleſs Train 

Of Dames, for Shelter ſought, but ſought in vain. 705 
Driv'n like a Flock of Doves along the Sky, 

Their Images they hug, aud to their Aitars fly. 

The Queen, when ſhe beheld her trembling Lord, 

And hanging by his Side a heavy Sword, 

What Rage, ſhe cry'd, has ſeia d my Huſband's Mind; 
What Arms are theſe, and to what Uſe deſign'd? 711 
Theſe times want other Aids: were He2:r here, 

Ev'n Hector now in vain, like Priam wou d appear. 
With us, one common Shelter thou ſhalt find. 

Or in one common Fate with us be join'd. 71 
She ſaid, and with a laſt Salute embrac'd 


The poor old Man, and by the Laurel plac'd. 


Wai 


Behold Po/;zes, one of Priam's Sons, 
Purſu'd by Pyrrhas, there for Safety runs. 
Thro' Swords, and Foes, amaz d and hurt ke flies 720 


Through empty Courts, and open Galleries: 


Him Pyrrbus, urging with his Lance, purſues; 

And often reaches, and his Thruſts renews. 

The Youth transfx'd, with lamentable Cries 

Expires, before his wretched Parents“ Eyes. 725 
Whom, 
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Whom, gaſping at his Feet, when Priam ſaw, 
The Fear of Death gave Place to Nature's Law. 
And ſhaking more with Anger, than with Age, 
The God's, faid He, requite thy brutal Rage: 
As ſure they will, Barbarian, ſure they muſt, 730 
If there be Gods in Heav'n, and Gods be juſt: 
Who tak'ſt in Wrongs an inſolent Delight; 

With a Son's Death t'infect a Father's Sight. 
Not He, whom thou and lying Fame conſpite 
To call thee his: Not he, thy vaunted Sire. 


Thus us'd my wretched Age: The Gods he fear'd, 
The Laws of Nature and of Nations heard. 


735 


He chear'd my Sorrows, and for Sums of Gold 
The bloodleſs Carcaſe of my Hector ſold. 
Pity'd the Woes a Parent underwent, 
And ſent me back in Safety from his Tent, 
This faid, his feeble Hand a Javelin threw, 
Which flutt'ring, ſeem'd to loiter as it flew: 
Juſt, and but barely, to the Mark it held, 
And faintly tinckl'd on the brazen Shield. 
Then Pyrrbus thus: Go thou from me to Fate; 


And to my Father my foul Deeds relate. 


Now die: with that he dragg'd the trembling Sire, 
Slidd'ring through clotter'd Blood, and holy Mire, 
(The mingl'd Paſte his murder'd Son had made,) 750 
Haul'd from beneath the violated Shade; 
And on the ſacred Pile, the royal Victim laid. 
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His right Hand held his bloody Fauchion bare; 
His left he twiſted in his hoary Hair: 754 
Then, with a ſpeeding Thruſt, his Heart he found: 
The lukewarm Blood came ruſhing thro? the Wound, 
And ſanguine Streams diſtain'd the facred Ground. 
Thus Priam fell, and ſhar'd one common Fate 
With Troy in Aſhes, and his ruin'd State : 
He, who the Scepter of all Ha ſway'd, 760 
Whom Monarchs like de meſtick Slaves obey'd, 
On the bleak Shore now lies th' abandon'd King, 
A headleſs Carcaſe, and a namelefs Thing. 

Then, not before, I felt my crudled Blood 
Congeal with Fear; my Hair with Horror flood: 765 
My Father's Image fill'd my pious Mind; 
Left equal Years might equal Fortune find. 
Again I thought on my forſaken Wite ; 
And trembled for my Son's abandon'd Life. 
I look'd about; but found myſelf alone ; 770 
Deſerted at my Need, my Friends were gone. 
Some Spent with Toil, ſome with Deſpair oppreſs'd, 
Leap'd headlong from the Heights; the Flames conſum'd 

the reft. 

Thus; wand'ring in my Way, without a Guide, 
The graceleſs Helen in the Porch I ſpy d 073 


® This wi Line i talen from Sir John Denham. 
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Of Veſta's Temple; there ſhe lurk'd alone; 
Muffed ſhe ſate, and, what ſhe cou'd, unknown : 
But, by the Flames, that caſt their Blaze around, 
That common Bane of Greece and Troy, I found. 
For Ilium burnt, ſhe dreads the Trajaus Sword; 780 
More dreads the Vengence of her injur'd Lord; 
Ev'n by thoſe Gods, who refug'd her, abhor.'d. 
Trembling with Rage, the Strumpet I repard ; 
Reſolv'd to give her Guilt the due Reward. 

Shall ſhe triumphant ſail before the Wind, 

And leave in Flames unhappy Troy behind? 


Shall ſhe, her Kingdom and her Friends review, 


In State attended with a captive Crew; 

While unreveng'd the good old Priam falls, 

And Grecian Fires conſume the Trojan Walls? 790 
For this the Phrygian Fields, and Aant ian Flood 

Were ſwell'd with Bodies, aud were drunk with Blood? 
? I is true, a Soldier can ſmall Honour gain, 

And boaſt no Conqueſt from a Woman ſlain; 

Yet ſhall the Fact not paſs without Applauſe, 795 
Of Vengeance taken in fo juſt a Cauſe, 

The puniſh'd Crime ſhall {et my Soul at eaſe: 

And murmuring Manes of my Friends appeaſe. 

Thus while I rave, a gleam of pleafing Light 

Spread 0'er the Place, and ſhining Heav'nly bright, 
My Mother ſtood reveal'd before my Sight, 801 


Never 
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Never ſo radiant did her Eyes appear; 
Nor her own Star confels'd a Light fo clear. 
Great in her Charms, as when on Gods above 
She looks, and breathes herſe'f into their Love. $805 
She held my Hand, the deſtin'd Blow to break: 
Then from her roly Lips began to ſpeak. 
My Son, from whence this Madneſs, this Neglect 
Of my Commands, and thoſe whom I protect? 
Why this unman!y Rage? Recal to mind 810 
Whom you forſake, what Pledges leave behind. 
Look if your hapleſs Father yet ſurvive; 
Or if Aan, or Crcu/a live. 
Around your Houſe the greedy Grecians err; 
And theſc had perilh'd in the nightly War, 815 
But for my Preſence aud protecting Care. 
Not {cs Face, nor Paris was in fault; 
But by the (Is was this Deſtruction brought. 
Now caft you: Eyes around; while I diſſolve 
be Miſs and Fims that mortal Eyes involve: 820 
Purge from your Sight the Droſs, and make you fee 
The Shape of each avenging Deity. 
n!1g!.tened thus, my juſt Commands fulfl : 
Nor fear Obedience to your Mother's Will. 
Where yon diſorder'd Heap of Ruin lies, 825 


; I 
Stones rent from Stones, where Clouds of Duſt ariſe, 


Amid 
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Amid that Smother, Neptune holds his Place : 

Below the Wall's Foundation drives his Mace : 

And heaves the Building from the ſolid Baſe. 

Look where, in Arms, Imperial Je ſtands, 830 
Full in the Scean Gate, with loud Command: ; 
Urzing on Shore the tardy Grecian Bands. 

See Pallas, of her ſnaky Buckler proud, 

Beſtrides the Tow'r, refulgent through the Cloud: 
See Juve new Courage to the Foe ſupplics, 835 
And arms againſt the Town the partial Deities. 

Haſte hence, my Son; this fruitleſs Labour end: 

Haſte where your trembling Spouſe, and Sie attend: 
Halle, and a Mother's Care your Pallaze ſhall befriend. 
She faid: and ſwiftly vaniſh'd from my Sight, 840 
Obſcure in Clouds, and gloamy Shades of Night, 

I Jook'd, I liften'd; dreadtul Sounds I hear; 

And the dire Forms of hoſtile Gods appear, 

77 ey funk in Flames 1 ſaw, nor cou'd prevent; 

And I. um from its old Foundations reat. 845 
Rent like a mountain Aſh, which dar'd the Winds; 
And ſtood the ſturdy Strokes of lab'ring Hinds: 

About the Roots the cruel Ax reſounds, 

The Stumps are pierc'd, with oft repeated Wounds. 
The War is felt on high, the nodding Crown 8c 


5 
Now threats a Fall, and throws the leafy Honours down. 


To 
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To their united Force it yields, tho” late; 


And mourns with mortal Grones th' approaching Fate: 

'The Roots no more their upper Load ſuſtain ; 854 

But down ſhe falls, and ſpreads a Ruin thro” the Plain. 

Deſcending thence, I ſcape thro? Foes, and Fire: 

Before the Goddeſs, Foes and Flames retire. 

Arriv'd at home, he for whoſe only ſake, 

Or moſt for his, ſuch Toils I undertake, 

The good Arc hiſes, whom, by timely Flight, 859 
I] purpos'd to ſecure on Ha's height, 

| Refus'd the Journey ; Reſolute to die, 

And add his Fun'rals to the Fate of Trey: 

Rather than Exile and old Age ſuſtain. 

Go you, whoſe Blood runs warm in ev'ry Vein: 865 

Had Heav'n decreed that I ſhould Life enjoy, 

Heav'n had decreed to ſave unhappy Trey. 

Tis ſure enough, if not too much for one, 

Twice to have ſeen our Ilium overthrown. 

Make haſte to fave the poor remaining Crew; 870 
And give this uſeleſs Corps a long Adieu. 

Theſe weak old Hands ſuffice to ſtop my Breath: 
At leaſt the pitying Foes will aid my Death, 

To take my Spoils: and leave my Body bare: 
As for my Sepulchre let Heav'n take care, 

Tis long ſince I, for my celeſtial Wife, 


175 


Loath'd by the Gods, have drag'd a lingring Life: 


Since 
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Since ev'ry Hour and Moment I expire, 

Blaſted from Heav'n by Jove's avenging Fire. 

This oft repeated, he ſtood fixt to die: 880 

Myſelf, my Wife, my Son, my Family, 

Jatreat, pray, beg, and raiſe a doleful Cry. 

What, will he ftill perſiſt, on Death reſolve, 

And in his Ruin all his Houſe involve! 

He fill perſiſts his Reaſons to maintain; 885 

Our Pray'rs, our Tears, our loud Laments are vain. 
Urg'd by Deſpair, agam I go to try 

The Fate of Arms, reſolv'd in Fight io die. 

What Hope remaias, but what my Death muſt give? 

Can I without fo dear a Father live? 890 

You term it Prudence, what I Baſeneſs call: 

. Cou'd ſuch a Word from ſuch a Parent fall? 

If Fortune pleaſe, and ſo the Gods ordain, 

That nothing ſhou'd of ruin'd Tray remain; 

And you conſpire with Fortune, to be lain ; 895 

The way to Death is wide, th' Approaches near : 

For ſcon relentlefs Pyrrhus will appear, 


 Reeking with Priam's Blood: The Wretch who flew 
The Son (inhuman) in the Father's View, 


And then the Sire himſelf to the dire Altar drew. g9Qo 
O Goddeſs- Mother, give me back to Fate; 


Your Gift was undefir'd, and came too late. 
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Did you for this, unhappy me convey 

Thro' Foes and Fires to ſee my Houſe a Prey? 

Shall I, my Father, Wife, and Son, behold 905 
Welt' ring in Blood, each others Arms infold ? 

Haſte, gird my Sword, tho' ſpent and overcome: 


*Tis the laſt Summons to receive your Doom. 
I hear thce, Fate, and I obey thy Call: 


Not unreveng'd the Foe ſhall ſee my Fall. 910 


Reſtore me yet to the untiniſh'd Fight: 

My eath is wanting to conclude the Night, 

Arm'd once again, my glitt'ring Sword I wield, 
While th' other Hand fuflains my weizhty Shield: 
And forth I ruſt to ſeek th' abandon d Field. 915 
I went; but ſad Crez/a ſtop'd my Way, 

And croſs the Threſhold in my Paſſage lay; 
Embrac'd my Knees; and when I woa'li have gone, 


Shew'd me my feeble Sire, and tender Son. 

If Death be your Deſign, at leaſt, ſaid ſhe, 920 
Take as alang to ſhare your Deftiny. 

If any farther Hopes in Arms remain, 

This Place, theſe Pledges: of your Love, maintain. 

To whom do you expoſe your Father's Life, 

aur Son's, and mine, your now forgotten Wife! 925, 
While thus ſhe fills the Houſe with clam'rous Cries, 


Our Hearing 1s diverted by our Eyes. 
| For 
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For while I held my Son, in the ſhort ſpace, 
Betwixt our Kiſſes aud our laſt Embrace; 

Strange to relate, from young us" Head 930 
A lambent Flame aroſe, which gently ſpread 

Around his. Brows, and on his Temples fed. 
Amaz d, with running Water we prepare 


Ta quench the ſacred Fire, and flake his Hair; 


But old Auc hiſes, vers'd in Omens, rear'd 935 
His Hands to Heav'n, and this Requeſt preferr'd. 

It any Vows, Almighty owe, can bend 

Thy Will, if Piety can Pray'rs commend, 

Confirm the glad Preſage which thou art pleas'd to ſend. 
Scarce had he ſaid, when, on our Left, we hear 940 


A Peal of rattling Thunder roll in Air: 
There ſhot a ſtreaming Lamp along the Sky, 
Which on the winged Light'ning ſcem'd to fly; 
From o'er the Roof the Blaze began to move; 
And trailing raniſh'd in the Lean Grove. 945 
It ſwept a Path in Heav'n, and ſhone a Guide; 
Then in a ſteaming Stench of Sulphur dy'd. 
The good old Man with ſuppliant Hands implor'd 
The Gods Protection, and their Star adar'd. 
Now, now, ſaid he, may Son, no more Delay, 950 
T yield, I follow where Heav'n ſhews the Way. 
Keep (O my Country Gods) our Dwelling-place, 
And guard this Relick of the Trojan Race: 


This 
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This tender Child; theſe Omens are your own ; 
And you can yet reſlore the ruin'd Town. 955 
At leaſt accompliſh what your Signs foreſnow: 
I Rand refign'd, and am prepar'd to go. 

He ſaid; the crackling Flames appear on high, 
And driving Sparkles dance along the Sky. 
Wich Yulcan's Rage the riſing Winds conſpire ; 960 
And near our Palace roll the Flood of Fire. 
Haſte, my dear Father, (tis no time to wait,) 
And load my Shoulders with a willing Fraight. 
Whate'er befals, your Life ſhall be my Care, 
One Death, or one Deliv'rance we will ſhare. 965 
My Hand ſhall lead our little Sos; and you, 
My faithful Conſort, ſhall our Steps purſue, 
Next, you my Servants, heed my ſtrict Commands: 
Without the Walls a ruin'd Temple ſtands, 
To Ceres hallow'd once; a Cypreſs nigh 970 
Shoots up her venerable Head on high; 
By long Religion kept : there bend your Feet 
And in diviced Parties let us meet. 
Our Country Gods, the Relicks, and tie Bands, 
Hold you, my Father, in your guiltleſs Hands: 975 
In me 'tis impious holy Things to bear, 
Red as I am with Slaughter, new from War: 
Till ia ſome living Stream I cleanſe the Guilt 
Of dire Debate, and Blood in Battle fpilt. 
| Thus, 


5 3 9 ren 8 „„ „ „„ pw * bates drow. 


- . 
. 
TE TK. : 
. s * 
- : 
| ; k 
g . 
- — a 'y " * o 
- 
a * 1 7 
; a n 5 6 
| 4 "_ IT 
1 . = 4 
F 4 
is! 
* 3 0 — K 4 * 
1 < 
* 5 
. — 
1 7 0 - a 
4 1 = 
a > * 1 s > | 
Fl 9 — of . * . . 
o 5 : 2 * 
” "= =" F 
3s Ws, etv0- | | 
o 8 _ Fa * SY þ N — , 


* "1 , * 1 2 \ 
$ * . 2 g 
- _ W * 
„ 7 2 0 


| * - © W 
' 1 — — 
þ- 
6 
| 
4 hk 
F 27 = 
— - * 
4 
2 — \ 
= 
: -_ 
W 4 
\ * — - 
* - — 
1 _—— 
* I k - — "an g 
Y 4 
a, _ 
_— 3-2 —_— 
4 — - g 1 
4 « TS | pe. 
o : — x 
| — = 
8 — . 
= 4 b wars : * 
me * by g 
f 3 —— be 
0 e 2 — — 
— _ = —_—— * 3 
= . 7 = 
- => - 
—— oY 
— - N — — — 
* — ” 
—— — * 
— — 
5 p w 
x — 8 
— = 
. — — 
N N 
* 
* 
* — . 
=- = - 
= - 
% * - - ” 
N — - 
- —_ : 
% SY * 4 
— 


2 8 Acud 


Vol 2. n 1. 52 4. 


EX. II. K NE 18S. 189 


Thus, ord' ring all that Prudence could provide, 980 
I clothe my Shoulders with a Lion's Hide: 
And yellow Spoils : Then, on my bending Back, 
The welcome Load of my dear Father take. 
While on my better Hand A ſcanius hung, 
And with unequal Paces tript along. | 985 
Creiiſa kept behind: by choice we ſtray 
Through ev'ry dark and ev'ry devious Way. 
I, who fo bold and dauntleſs juſt before, 
The Grecian Darts and Shock of Lances bore, 
At ev'ry Shadow now am ſeiz'd with Fear: 990 
Not for myſelf, but for the Charge I bear. 
Lill near the ruin'd Gate arriv'd at laſt, 
Secure, and deeming all the Danger paſt; 
A frightful Noiſe of trampling Feet we hear; 
My Father looking thro” the Shades with Fear, 995 
Cry'd out, Haſte, haſte, my Son, the Foes are nigh; 
Their Swords, and ſhining Armour I deſcry. 
Some hoſtile God, for ſome unknown Offence, 
Had ſure bereft my Mind of better Senſe : 
For while thro? winding Ways 1 took my Flight; 1000 
And ſought the Shelter of the gloomy Night; 
Alas! [ loſt Crei/a: hard to tell 
If by her fatal Deſtiny ſhe fell, 
Or weary fate, or wander'd with Affright; 


But ſhe was loſt for ever to my Sight. 1005 
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1 knew not, or reflected, till I meet 

My Friends, at Ceres“ now deſerted Seat: 

We met: not one was wanting, enly the 

Deceiv'd her Friends, her Son, and wretched me. 
What mad Expreſſions did my Tongue refuſe! 1019 
Whom did I not of Gods or Men accuſe ! 

This was the fatal Blow, that pain'd me more 

Than all I felt from ruin'd Troy before. 

Stung with my Lois; and raving with Deſpair, 
Abandoning my now forgotten Care, 1015 
Of Counſel, Comfort, and of Hope bereft, 

My Sire, my Son, my Country Gods, I left. 

In ſhining Armour once again I ſheath 

My Limbs, not feeling Wounds, nor fearing Death. 
Then headlong to the burning Walls I run, 1020 
And ſeek the Danger 1 was forc'd to ſhun. 

1 tread my former Tracks: thro* Night explore 

Each Paſſage, ev'ry Street I cro{.'d before. 

All things were full of Horror and Affright, 

And dreadful ev'n the Silence of the Night. 1925 
Then, to my Father's Houſe I make repair, 

With ſome ſmall Glimpſe of liope to find her there : 
Inftead of her the cruz! Greet; I met: 

The Houle was fill'd with Foes, with Flames beſet. 


! 


Driv'n on the Wings of Winds, whole Sheets of Fire, 
Thro' Air tranſported, to the Roof; aſpire. 1031 


From 
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From thence to Priam's Palace I reſort; 

And ſearch the Citadel, and deſart Court. 

Then, unobſerv'd, I paſs'd by Juno's Church; 

A Guard of Grecians had pofle(s'd the Porch: 1035 
There Phenix and Ulyſſes watch the Prey; 

And thither all the Wealth of Troy convey. 

The Spoils which they from ranſack'd Houſes brought; 
And golden Bowls from burning Altars caught, 

The Tables of the Gods, the Purple Veſts; 1040 
The People's Treaſure, and the Pomp of Prieſts. | 
A Rank of wretched Youths, with pinion'd Hands, 
And captive Matrons in long Order ſtands, 

Then, with ungovern'd Madneſs, I proclaim, 

Tkro' all the flent Streets, Cræiſa's Name. 1045 
Creiija ſtill I call: At length ſhe hears; 


5 


And ſudden, thro” the Shades of Night appears. 
Appears, no more Creſgſa, nor ray Wife ; 

But a pale Spectre, larger than the Life. 

Aghaſt, alonith'd, and truce dumb with Fear, too 
L ſtood; like Bridles roſe my ſtiffen'd Hair, 

Then thus the Ghoſt began to ſooth my Grief : 

Nor Tears, nor Cries, can give the Dead. Relief; 
Deſiſt, my much-lov'd Lord, t'indulge your Pain: 
You bear no mote than what the Gods ordain. tor 


My Fates permit me not from hence to fly; 


! 


Nor he, the great Comptroller of the Sky. 
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Long wand'ring Ways for you the Pow'rs decree : 

On Land hard Labouis, and a Length of Sea. 

Then, after many painful Years are paſt, 1060 

On Latium 's happy Shore you ſhall be caſt: 

Where gentle Tiber from his Bed beholds 

The flow'ry Meadows, and the feeding Folds. 

There end your Toils: And there your Fates provide 

A quiet Kingdom, and a Royal Bride: 1065 

There Fortune ſhall the Trejan Line reſtore ; 

And you for loſt Crema weep no more. 

Fear not that I ſhall watch with ſervile Shame, 

Th' imperious Looks of ſome proud Grecian Dame: 

Or, ſtooping to the Victor's Luſt, diſgrace 1070 

My Goddeſs-Mother, or my Royal Race. | 

And now, Farewel: the Parent of the Gods 

Reftrains my fleeting Soul in her Abodes : 

I truſt our common Iſſue to your Care. 

She ſaid: And gliding paſs'd unſeen in Air. 1075 

I trove to ſpeak, but Horror ty'd my Tongue; 

And thrice about her Neck wy Arms I flung: 

And thrice deceiv'd, on vain Embraces hung. 

Light as an empty Dream at Break of Day, 

Or as a Blaſt of Wind, the ruſh'd away. 1080 
Thus, having paſs'd the Night in fruitleſs Pain, 


I, to my longing Friends, return again. 


Amaz'd 
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Amaz'd th' augmented Number to behold, 
Of Men, and Matrons mix'd, of young and old: 
A wretched exiPd Crew together brought, 1083 


With Arms appointed, and with Treaſure fraught. 
Reſolv'd, and willing under my Command, 

To run all Hazards both of Sea and Land. 

The Morn began, from Ida, to diſplay 

Her roſy Cheeks, and Pho/phor led the Day: 1090 
Before the Gates the Crecians took their Poſt: 

And all Pretence of late Relief was loſt. 

yield to Fate, unwillingly retire; 

And loaded, up the Hill convey my Sire. 
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The Third Book of the 


„ 4: 


The ARGUMENT. 


LEneas proceeds in his Re lation; He gives an Account 
of the Fleet with. which he Jail'd, and the Succe/s e of 
his e LO age to Thrace; from thence he directs 
þis Cour) ; Delos, and , the Oracle what Place 
the ods 15 appointed for bis Habitation? By a 
Al:takte ef the Oracle's Anjaver, he ſettles in Crete; 
his | He: :/bold-Geds give him the true Senſe of th 
Oracle u A Dreams. He fellows their Ad: Dice, HEY 
mates the bet of his evay for Italy: He is caft on 
feral Shares, and meets evith very ſurpriſing Ad- 
ventures, till at length he lands on Sicily; Tuhere 
his Father Anchiles dies. This is the Place he 
ara ung from, when the Tempeſt raſe and threw 
Bum upon the Carthaginian Coaſt. 


V HEN Heav'n had overturn'd th' Tan State, 
And Priam's Throne, by too ſevere a Fate: 

When ruin'd Tr: became the Grecians Prey, 

And Ilium's lofty Tow'rs in Aſhes lay: 


Warn'd by Celeſtial Omens, we retreat, 


5 


To ſeek in foreign Lands a happier Seat, 
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Near old Antandrcs, and at 1da's foot, 

The Timber of the ſacred Groves we cut; 
And build our Fleet: uncertain yet to find 
What place the Gods for our Repoſe aſſign'd. 


Friends daily flock, and ſcarce the kindly Spring 


Began to clothe the Ground, and Birds to ſing: 
When cld Anchiſes ſummon'd all to Sea: 
The Crew, my Father and the Fates obey. 
With Sighs and Tears I leave my native Shore, 
And empty Fields, where Ilium ſtood before. 
My Sire, my Son, our leſs, and greater Gods, 
All fail at once; and cleave the briny Floods. 
Againſt our Coaſt appears a ſpacious Land, 
Which once the fierce Lycurgus did command: 
Thracia the Name ; the People bold in War; 
Vaſt are their Fields, and Tillage is their Care. 
A hoſpitable Realm, while Fate was kind; 
With Troy in Friendſhip and Religion join'd. 


I iand, with Iuckleſs Omens ; then adore 


Their Gods, and draw a Line along the Shore: 


I lay the deep Foundations of a Wall; 
And Enos, nam'd from me, the City call. 
To Dionæan Venus Vows are paid, 

And all the Pow'rs that riſing Labours aid; 
A Bull on Jove's Imperial Altar laid. 
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Not far, a riſing Hillock flood in view; 


Sharp Myrtles, on the Sides, and Cornels grew. 
here, while I went to crop the Silvan Scenes, 
And ſhade our Altar with their leafy Greens; 

J pull'd a Plant; (with Horror I relate 


A Prodi y ſo ftrange, and full of Fate) 


35 


The roctcd Fibres roſe; and from the Wound, 
Black bloody drops diſtill d upon the Ground. 
Mute, and amaz'd, my Hair with Terror ſtood ; 40 
Fear ſhrunk my Sinews, and congeal'd my Blood. 
Man'd once again, another Plant I try, 
That other guſh'd with the ſame ſanguine Dye. 
Then, fearing Guilt, for ſome Offence unknown, 

Wich Pray'rs and Vows the Dryad' I atone ; 45. 
With all the Siſters of the Woods, and moiſt 
The God of Arms, who rules the Thracian Coaſt : 
That they, or he, theſe Omens wou'd avert ; 

Releaſe our Fears, and better Signs impart. 

Clear'd, as I thought, and fully fix'd at length . 5 
To learn the Cauſe, I tugg'd with all my Strength: 

I bent my Kuees agaiaft the Ground ; once more 

The violated Myrtle ran with Gore. 

Scarce dare I tell the Sequel; From the Womb 

Of wounded Earth, and Caverns of the Tomb, 55 
A Grone, as of a troubled Ghoſt, renew'd 


My Fright, and then theſe dreadful Words enſu'd. 


Why 


92 
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Why doſt thou thus my bury'd Body rend: 

O ſpare the Corps of thy unhappy Friend! 

Spare to pollute thy pious Hands with Blood : 60 
The Tears diſtil not from the wounded Wood; 
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But ev'ry Drop this living Tree contains, 
Is kindred Blood, and ran in Trejan Veins : 
O fly from this unhoſpitable Shore, 
Warn'd by my Fate; for I am Polydore / 65 
Here Loads of Lances, in my Blood embru'd, 
Again ſhoot upward, by my Blood renew'd. 

My falt'ring Tongue, and ſhiv'ring Limbs declare 
My Horror, and in Briſtles roſe my Hair. 
When Troy with Grecian Arms was cloſely pent, 79 
Old Priam, fearful of the War's Event, ö 
This hapleſs Polydore to Thracia lent, 
Loaded with Gold, he ſent his Darling, far 


From Noiſe and Tumults, and deſtructive War: 
Committed to the faithleſs Tyrant's Care: 


Who, when he ſaw the Pow'r of Trey decline, 


— 


Forſook the weaker, with the ſtrong to join. 

Broke ev'ry Bond of Nature, and of Truth: 

And murder'd, for his Wealth, the Royal Vouth. 

O ſacred Hunger of pernicious Gold, 8 
What bands of Faith can impious Lucre hold! 

Now, when my Soul had ſhaken off her Fears, 

I call my Father, and the Tran Peers: 
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Relate the Prodigies of Heav'n, require 


What he commands, and their Advice deſire. 8 


WI 


Al! vote to leave that execrable Shore, 
Polluted with the Blood of Peolydore. 
But ere we fail, his fun'ral Rites prepare; 
Then, to his Ghoſt, a Tomb and Altars rear. 
In mournful Pomp the Matrons walk the round: go 
With baleful Cypreſs, and blue Fillets crown'd ; 
With Eyes dejected, and with Hair unbound. 
Then Bowls of tepid Milk and Blood we pour, 
And, thrice invoke the Soul of Polygore, 
Now when the raging Storms no longer reign; 93 
But Southern Gales invite us to the Main; 
We lanch our Veſſels, with a proſp'rous Wind; 
And leave the Cities and the Shores behind. 
An Iſland in th. Egean Main appears: 
Neptune and wat'ry Doris claim it theirs, 100 
It floated once, till Plus fix d the ſides 
Of rooted Earth, and now it braves the Tides. 
Here, born by friendly Winds, we come aſhore, 


With needful Eaſe our wcary Limbs reſtore : 


And the Sun's Temple, and his Town adore, 105 


Anius the Prieſt, and King, with Laurel crown'd, 
His hoary Locks with purple Fillets bound: 
Who ſaw my Sire the Delian Shore aſcend, 


Came forth with eager haſte to meet his Friend. 
Invites 
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Invites him to his Palace; and in fizn 110 

Of ancient Love, their plighted Hands they join. 

Then to the Temple of the God I went; 

And thus before the Shrine, my Vows preſent. 

Give, O Thymbraus, give a reſting Place 

To the ſad Relicks of the Trojan Race: | 115 

A Seat ſecure, a Region of cheir own, 

A laſting Empire, and a happier Town. 

Where ſhall we fix, where ſhall our Labours end, 

Whom ſhall we follow, and what Fate attend ? 

Let not my Pray'rs a doubtful Anſwer find, 120 

But in clear Auguries unveil thy Mind. 

Scarce had I ſaid, He ſhook the holy Ground, 

The Laurels, and the lofty Hills around: 

And from the Tripos ruſh'd a bellowing Sound. 

Proftrate we fell, confeſs'd the preſent God; 125 

Who gave this Anſwer from his dari: Abode. 
Undaunted Youths, go ſcel: that Mother Earth 

From which your Anceſtors derive their Birth, 

The Soil that ſent you forth, her ancient Race, 

In her old Boſom, ſhall again embrace. 130 

Through the wide World th'-Zze:an Houſe ſhall reign, 

And Childrens Children ſhall the Crown ſuſtain, 

Thus PAabus did our future Fates diiclole 


A mighty Tumult, mix'd with Joy, aroſe. 


14 All 
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All are concern'd to know what Place the God 1 
Aſlign'd, and where determin'd our Abode. 
My Father, long revolving in his Mind 
The Race and Lineage of the Tran Kind, 
Thus anſwer'd their Demands : Ye Princes, hear 
Your plealing Fortune; and diſpel your Fear. 140 
The fruitful Iſle of Crete, well known to Fame, 
Sacred of old to 7ewe's Imperial Name. 
In the mid Ocean lies with large Command; 
And on its Plains a hundred Cities Rand, 
Another za riſes there; and we 145 
From thence derive our Trojan Anceſtry, 
From thence, as tis divulg'd by certain Fame, 
To the Rhetean Shores old Teucer came. 

There fix'd, and there the Seat of Empire choſe, 
Ere Ilium and the Tran Tow'rs aroſe. 150 
In humble Vales they built their ſoft Abodes: 
"Till C;bele, the Mother of the Gods, 
With tinkling Cymbals charm'd th' Idean Woods. 
She, ſecret Rites and Ceremonies taught, 
And to the Yoke the falvage Lions brought. 155 
Let us the Land, which Heav'n appoints, explore; 
Appeaſe the Winds, and ſeek the Gan Shore. 
If Fewe aſſiſt the Paſſage of our Fleet, 


The third propitious Dawn diſcovers Crete. 
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Thus having ſaid, the Sacrifices laid 

On ſmoaking Altars, to the Gods he paid. 

A Bull, to Neptune an Oblation due, 

Another Bull to bright Apollo flew : 

A milk-white Ewe the weſtern Winds to pleaſe ; 
And one cole black to calm the ſtormy Seas. 
Ere this, a flying Rumour had been ſpread, 
That ferce [domeneus from Crete was fled ; 
Expell'd and exiPd ; that the Coaſt was free 
From foreign or domeſtick Enemy: 

We leave the Delian Ports, and put to Sea. 

By Naxos, fam'd for Vintage, make our way : 
Then green Dony/a paſs; and fail in fight 

Of Paros Iſle, with marble Quarries white. 
We pals the icatter'd Iſles of Cyclades, 


That, ſcarce diſtinguiſh'd, ſeem to itud the Seas. 


The Shouts of Sailors double near the Shores ; 
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They ftretch their Canvas, and they ply their Oars, 


All Hands aloft, for Crete, for Crete they cry, 
And ſwiftly through the foamy Billows fly. 
Full on the promis'd Land at length we bore, 
With Joy deſcending on the Cretan Shore. 
With eager Haſte a riſing Town I frame, 
Which from the Trojan Pergamus | name: 


The Name itſelf was grateful ; I exhort 
To found their Houſes, and erect a Fort. 
I; 
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Our Ships are haul'd upon the yellow Strand. 

The Youth begin to till the labour'd Land. 

And I myfelf new Marriages promote, 

Give Laws; and Dwellings J divide by Lot. 

When riſing Vapours choke the wholfom Air, 199 
And Blaſts of noiſom Winds corrupt the Year : 

Tae Trees, devouring Caterpillars burn : 

Parch'd was the Graſs, and blited was the Corn. 
Nor ſcape the Beaſts : for Sirius from on high, 

With peſtilential Heat infects the Sky: 195 
My Men, ſome fall, the reſt in Fevers fry. 

Again my Father bids me ſeek the Shore 

Ot ſacred Delos; and the God implore : 

To learn what End of Woes we might expect, 


And to what Clime, our weary Courſe direct. 200 
"F'was Night, when ev'ry Creature, void of Cares, 

The common Gift of balmy Slumber ſhares : 

The Statues of my Gods, (for ſuch they ſeem'd) 

thoſe Gods whom I from flaming Troy redeem'd, 

Before me ſtood; majeſtically bright, | 2 

Full in the Beams of Pheve's entring Light. 

Then thus they fpoke; and eas'd my troubled Mind: 

What from the Delian God thou go'ſt to find, 

He tells thee here; and ſends us to relate: 


Thoſe Pow'rs are we, Companions of thy Fate, 210 
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Who from the burning Town by thee were brought; 
'Thy Fortune follow'd, and thy Safety wrought. 
Through Seas and Lands, as we thy Steps attend, 

So ſhall our Care thy glorious Race befriend, 

An ample Realm for thee thy Fates ordain ; 215 
A Town, that o'er the conquer'd World {hall reign. 
Thou, mighty Walls for mighty Nations build; 

Nor let thy weary Mind to Labours yield : 

But change thy Seat; for not the De/zan God, 

Nor we, have giv'n thee Crete for our Abcde. 220 
A Land there is, Heſperia call'd of old, 

The Soil is fruitful, and the Natives bold. 

Th' Oenotrians held it once; by later Fame, 


Now call'd Halia from the Leader's Name. 
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Jaſius there, and Dardanus were born: 

From thence we came, and thither muſt return. 

P.iie, and thy Sire with theſe glad Tidings grect; 
earch Lal, for Fowe denies thee Crete. 

Aſtoniſh'd at their Voices, and their Sight, 

(Nor were they Dreams, but Viſions of the Night; 23 

I ſaw, I knew their Faces, and deſcry'd 

In perfect View, their Hair with Fillets ty'd :) 

I ſtarted from my Couch, a clammy Sweat 

On all my Limbs and ſhiv'ring Body fate. 


To Heav'n I lift my Hands with pious Haſte, 2 


And ſacred Incenſe in the Flames 1 caſt. 
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Thus to the Gods their perfect Honours done, 

More chearful to my good old Sire I run: 

And tell the pleaſing News; in little ſpace 

He found his Error of the double Race. 240 
Not, as before he deem'd, deriv'd from Crete; 

No more deluded by the doubtful Seat. 

Then ſaid, O Son, turmoil'd in Tran Fate; 

Such things as theſe Caſandra did relate, 

'This Day revives within my Mind, what ſhe 245 
Foretold of Trey renew'd in Italy, 

And Latian Lands, but who cou'd then have thought, 
That Phrygian Gods to Latium ſhould be brought; 

Or who believ'd what mad Caſandra taught? 

Now let us go, where Phebus leads the way: 250 
He ſaid, and we with glad Conſent obey. 

Forſake the Seat ; and leaving few behind, 

We ſpread our Sails before the willing Wind. 

Now from the Sight of Land our Gallies move, 

Vith only Seas around, and Skies above. 255 
When o'er our Heads, deſcends a Burſt of Rain; 

And Night, with ſable Clouds 1avolves the Main: 
The ruffling Winds the foamy Billows railc : 

The ſcatter'd Fleet is forc'd to ſev'ral Ways: 

'The Face of Heav'n is raviſh'd from our Eyes, 260 
And in redoubled Peals the roaring Thunder flies. 


Caſt 
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Caſt from our Courſe, we wander in the Dark; 

No Stars to guide, no Point of Land to mark. 

Ev'n Palinurus no Diſtinction found 

Betwixt the Night and Day; ſuch Darkneſs reign'd around- 

Three ſtarleſs Nights the doubtful Navy ſtrays 265 

Without Diſtinction, and three Sunleſs Days. 

The fourth renews the Light, and from our Shrowds 

We view a riſing Land like diſtant Clouds: 

The Mountain-tops confirm the pleaſing Sight; 270 

And curling Smoke aſcending from their Height. 

The Canvaſs falls; their Oars the Sailors fly; 

From the rude Strokes the whirling Waters ply; 

At length I land upon the Strophades; 

Safe from the Danger of the ſtormy Seas: 275 

Thoſe Iſles are compaſs'd by th' Ionian Main; 

The dire Abode where the foul Harpies reign : 

Forc'd by the winged Warriors to repair 

To their old Homes, and leave their coftly Fare, 

Monſters more fierce, offended Heav'n ne'er ſent 280 

From Hell's Abyſs, for Human Puniſhment. 

With Virgin-Faces, but with Wombs obſcene, 

Foul Paunces, and with Ordure ſtill unclean : 

With Claws for Hands, and Looks for ever lean, 
We landed at the Port; and ſoon beheld 

Fat Herds of Oxen graze the flow'ry Field; 
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And wanton Goats without a Keeper ſtray'd: 

Wi." Weapons we the welcome Prey invade. 
Then call the Gods for Partners of our Feaſt ; 
And Fowe himſelf the chief invited Gueſt. 


We ſpread the Tables on the greenſword Ground: 


We feed with Hunger, and the Bowls go round : 


When from the Mountain-tops, with hideous Cry, 


And clatt'ring Wings, the hungry Harpies fly: 
They ſnatch the Meat; defiling all they find: 
And parting, leave a inathſom Stench behind. 
Cloſe by a hollow Rock, again we fit 

New dreſs the Dinner, and the Beds refit : 
Secure from Sight, beneath a pleaſing Shade; 
Where tufted Trees a native Arbour made. 
Again the holy Fires on Altars burn: 

And once again the rav'nous Birds return : 

Or from the dark Receſſes where they lie, 

Or from another Quarter of the Sky. 

With filthy Claws their odious Meal repeat, 
And mix their loathſome Ordures with their Meat. 
I bid my Friends for Vengeance then prepare ; 
And wich the helliſh Nation wage the War. 
They, as commanded, for the Fight provide; 
And in the Graſs their glitt'ring Weapons hide: 
Then, when along the crooked Shore we hear 


Their clatt'ring Wings, and law the Foes appear; 
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Miſenus ſounds a Charge: We take th* Alarm; 
And our ſtrong Hands with Swords and Bucklers arm. 
In this new kind of Combat, all employ 315 
Their utmoſt Force, the Monſters to deſtroy. 


In vain; the fated Skin is Proof to Wounds : 

And from their Plumes the ſhining Sword rebounds, 
At length rebuſf?d, they leave their mangled Prey, 
And their ftretch'd Pinions to the Skies diſplay, 
Yet once remain'd, the Meſſenger of Fate, 

High on a craggy Cliff Cælæus fate, ' 

And thus her diſmal Errand did relate. 

What, not contented with our Oxen ſlain, 


320 


Dare you with Heav'n an impious War maintain, 325 
And drive the Harpies from their native Reign? 

Heed therefore what I fay ; and keep in mind 

What Fowe decrees, what Phæbus has defign'd : 

And I, the Fury's Queen, from both relate: 

You ſeek th* Lalian Shores, foredoom'd by Fate: 4330 
Th' [talian Shores are granted you to find x 

And a ſafe Paſſage to the Port afſign'd. 

But know, that ere your promis'd Walls you build, 
My Curſes ſhall ſeverely be fulfill'd. 

Fierce Famine is your Lot, for this Miſdeed, 335 
Reduc'd to grind the Plates on which you feed, 

She ſaid; and to the neighb'ring Foreſt flew : 


Our Courage fails us, and our Fears renew, 


Hope. 
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Hopeleſs to win by War, to Pray'rs we fall, 

And on th' offended Harpies humbly call. 340 
And whether Gods, or Birds obſcene they were, 

Our Vows for Pardon, and for Peace prefer. 

But old Anchiſes, off ring Sacrifice, 

And lifting up to Heav'n his Hands and Eyes; 

Ador'd the greater Gods: Avert, faid he, 345 
Theſe Omens, render vain this Prophecy : 

And from th' impending Curſe a pious People free. 
Thus having ſaid, he bids us put to Sea; 

We looſe from Shore our Haulſers, and obey ; 

And ſoon with ſwelling Sails purſue our wat'ry Way. 
Amidſt our Courſe Zacynthian Woods appear; 351 
And next by rocky Neritos we ſteer: 

We fly from Ithaca's deteſted Shore, 

And curſe the Land which dire C, bore. 

At length Leucate's cloudy Top appears; 355 
And the Sun's Temple, which the Sailor fears, 
Reſolv d to breathe a while from Labour paſt, 
Our crooked Anchors from the Prow we caſt ; 
And joyful to the little City haſte. 

Here fafe beyond our Hopes, our Vows we pay 
To Jove, the Guide and Patron of our Way, 
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The Cuſtoms of our Country we purſue ; 


And Trojan Games on Actian Shores renew. 
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Our Youth their naked Limbs beſmear with Oil; 
And exerciſe the Wreſtlers noble Toll. 365 
Pleas'd to have fail'd ſo long before the Wind; 
And left fo many Grecian Towns behind. 
The Sun had now fulfill'd his Annual Courſe, 
And Boreas on the Seas diſplay'd his Force: 
| fix'd upon the Temple's lofty Door 370 
The brazen Shield which vanquiſh'd Aas bore: 
The Verſe beneath my Name and Action ſpeaks, 
Theſe Arms, Eucas took from conqu'ring Greeks. 
Then I command to weigh ; the Seamen ply 
Their ſweeping Oars, the ſmoking Bitlows fly. 375 
The Sight of high Phzacia ſoon we lot : 
And skim'd along Epirus? rocky Coaſt, 
Then to Chaonia's Port our Courſe we bend, 
And landed, to Buthrotus Heights aſcend. 379 
Here wond'rous Things were loudly blaz'd by Fame; 
How Helenus reviv'd the Trojan Name; 
And reign'd in Greece: That Priam's captive Son 
Succeeded Pyrrhus in his Bed and Throne. 
And fair Ardromache, reſtor'd by Fate, 
Once more was happy in a Trojan Mate. 385 
] leave my Gallies riding in the Port ; | 
And long to ſee the new Dardanian Court. 
By chance, the mournful Queen, before the Gate, 
Then ſolemniz'd her former Husband's Fate, 
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Green Altars rais'd of Turf, with Gifts ſhe crown'd; 
And ſacred Prieſts in order ſtand around; 391 
And thrice the Name of hapleſs Hector found. N 

The Grove itſelf refers Ida's Wood; 

And Siet, ſecm'd the well-diſſembl'd Flood, 


But when, at nearer Diſtance, ſhe beheld 39 


WI 


My ſnining Armour, and my Træſan Shield; 

Aſtoniſh'd at the Sight, the vital Heat 

Forſakes her Limbs, her Veins no longer beat: 

She faints, ſhe falls, and ſcarce recov'ring Strength, 

Thus, with a falt'ring Tongue, ſhe ſpeaks at length. 
Are you alive, O Goddeſs-born! ſhe ſaid, 401 

Or if a Shoſt, then where is Hector's Shade ? 

At this ſhe caſt a loud and frightful Cry: 

With broken Words I made this brief Reply, 

All of me that remains, appears in Sight, 405 

I live; if living be to loath the Light. 

No Phantom; but I drag a-wretched Liſe; 

My Fate reſembling that of Hector's Wife. 


What have you ſuffer'd ſince you loſt your Lord, 


By what ſtrange Bleſſing are you now reſtar'd ! 410 


Still are you Hector's, or is Hector fled, 

And his Remembrance loſt in Pyrrhus Bed? 
With Eyes dejected, in a lowly Tone, 
After a modeſt Pauſe, ſhe thus begun. 
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Oh only happy Maid of Priam's Race, 415 
Whom Death deliver'd from the Foes Embrace! 
Commanded on Achilles Tomb to die, 

Not forc'd, like us, to hard Captivity: 
Or in a haughty Maſter's Arms to lie. 


In Grecian Ships unhappy we were born: 420 
Endur'd the Victor's Luft, ſuſtain'd the Scorn : 


Thus I ſubmitted to the lawleſs Pride 

Of Pyrrhaus, more a Handmaid than a Bride. 

Cloy'd with Poſſeſſion, he forſook my Bed, 

And Helen's lovely Daughter ſought to wed. 425 
Then me to Trejan Hel:nus reſign'd: 

And his two Slaves in equal Marriage join'd. 

Till young Oreſtes, pierc'd with deep Deſpair, 

And longing to redeem the promis'd Fair, 

Before 4pollo's Altar flew the Raviſher. 430 
By Pyrrhus' Death the Kingdom we regain'd : 

At leaſt one Half with Helenns remain'd ; 

Our Part, from Chaon, He Chaona calls: 

And names, from Pergamas, his riſing Walls. 

But you, what Fates have landed on our Coaſt, 435 
What Gods have ſent you, or what Storms have toſt ? 
Does young 4/canias Life and Health enjoy, 

Sav'd from the Ruins of unhappy Troy ? 

O tell me how his Mother's Loſs he bears, 439 


What Hopes are promis'd from his blooming Years, 
How much of Heder in his Face appears ? 
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She ſpoke: and mix'd her Speech with mournful Cries: 
And fruitleſs Tears came trickling from her Eyes. 

At length her Lord deſcends upon the Plain; 

In Pomp, attended with a num'rous Train: 445 
Receives his Friends, and to the City leads; 

And Tears of Joy amidſt his Welcome ſheds. 
Proceeding on, another Trey I ſee; 

Or, in leſs Compaſs, Trey's Epitome. 

A Riv'let by the Name of Xanthus ran: 450 
And I embrace the Scæan Gate again. 

My Friends in Porticos were entertain'd; 

And Feaſls and Pleaſures thro' the City reign'd. 

The Tables fall'd the ſpacious Hall around: 

And golden Bowls with ſparkling Wine were crown'd. 
Two Days we paſs'd in Mirth, till friendly Gales, 456 
Blown from the South, ſupply'd our ſwelling Sails. 
Then to the royal Seer I thus began: 

O thou who know'ſt beyond the reach of Man, 

The Laws of Heav'n, and what the Stars decree, 460 
Whom Phebus taught unerring Prophecy, 

From his own Tripod, and his holy Tree: 

Skill'd in the wing'd Inhabitants of Air, 

What Auſpices their Notes, and Flights declare : 

O ſay ; for all religious Rites portend 405 
A happy Voyage, and a proſp'rous End: 

And ev'ry Pow'r and Omen of the Sky, 

Direct my Courſe for deſtin'd ah. 
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But only dire Celæno, from the Gods, 
A diſmal Famine fatally forebodes: 


O ſay what Dangers I am firſt to ſhun : 

What Toils to vanquiſh, and what Courſe to run. 
The Prophet firſt with Sacrifice adores 

The greater Gods; their Pardon then implores : 

Unbinds the Fillet from his holy Head; 475 

To Phebus next, my trembling Steps he led: 

Full of religious Doabts and awful Dread. 

Then with his God poſſeſs'd, before the Shrine, 

Theſe Words proceeded from his Mouth divine. 

O Goddeſs-born (for Heav'n's appointed Will, 480 

With greater Auſpices of Good than III, 

Fore-ſhows thy Voyage, and thy Courſe directs; 

Thy Fates conſpire, and e himſelf protects: 

Of many Thinge, ſome few I ſhall explain, 

Teach thee to ſhun the Dangers of the Main, 485 

And how at length the promis'd Shore to gain. 

The reſt the Fates from Helenus conceal ; 

And Fund's angry Pow'r forbids to tell. 

Firſt then, that happy Shore, that ſeems ſo nigh, 

Will far from your deluded Wiſhes fly : 490 

Long Tracts of Seas divide your Hopes from Lady. 

For you matt cruiſe along S7cz/zan Shores; 


And ſtem the Currents with your ſtruggling Oars : 


Then 
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Then round th* [talian Coalt your Navy ſteer; 

And after this to Circe's Iſland veer. 49; 
Ard laſt, before your new Foundations riſe, 

Muſt paſs the S:ygian Lake, ard ve the nether Skies. 
Now mark the Signs of future Eate and Reſt ; 

And bear them ſafely treaſur'd in thy Breaſt. 

When in the ſhady Shelter of a Wood, c00 
And near the Margin of a gentle Flood, 


Thou ſhalt behold a Sow upon the Ground, 


With thirty ſucking Young encompal-'d round ; 4 

The Dam and Offspring white as falling Snow : : 

Theſe on thy City ſhall their Name beſtow : 505 ; 

And there ſhall end thy Labours and thy Woe. 2 

Nor let the threatned Famine fright thy Mind, 1 

For P-@bus will aſſiſt; and Fate the Way will find. J 

Let not thy Courſe to that ill Coaſt be bent, . 

Which fronts from far th' Ep:r:an Continent; £19 5 

Thoſe Parts are all by Grecia Foes poſſeſo d: K 

The ſalvage Locrians here the Shores infeſt. 0 

| There fierce Idomeneus his City builds, 7 
And guards with Arms the Salentinian Fields. 1 
And on the Mountains Brow Perzlia ſtands, 513 1 

Which Philoctetes with his Troops commands. B 

Ev'n when thy Fleet 1s landed on the Shore, 1 

And Prieſts with holy Vows the Gods adore; 1 

A 
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Then with a purple Veil involve your Eyes, 
Leſt hoſtile Faces blaſt the Sacrifice. 520 
Theſe Rites and Cuſtoms to the reſt commend ; 
That to your pious Race they may deſcend, 

When parted hence, the Wind that ready waits 
For Sicily, ſhall bear you to the Straits: 
Where proud Pelorus opes a wider Way, 
Tack to the Larboard, and ſtand of to Sea: 
Veer Star-board Sea and Land. Th' Lallan Shore, 
And fair Sicilia's Coaſt were one, before 
An Earthquake caus'd the Flaw, the roaring Tides 
The Paſſage broke, that Land from Land divides: 530 
And where the Lands retir'd, the ruſhing Occan rides. 
Dittinguill'd by the Straits, an either hand, 
Now rifing Cities in long Order ſtand; 
And fruitful Fields: (So much can Time invade 534 
The mouldring Work, that beauteous Nature made.) 
Far on the Right, her Dogs foul Sc//a hides ; 
Charybais roaring on the Left preſides: 
And in her greedy Whirl- pool fucks the Tides : 
Then ſpouts them from below ; with Fury driv'n, 
The waves mount up, and wath the Face of Heav'n. 
But Sqylla from her Den, with open [avs, 540 
The ſinking Veſſel in her Eddy draws; 


Then daſhes on the Rocks: A human Face, 


| And Virgin-Boſom, hides her Tail's Diſgrace. 


Her 
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Her Parts obſcene below the Waves deſcend, 

With Dogs inclos'd; and in a Dolphin end. 

Tis ſafer, then, to bear aloof to Sea, 

And coaſt Pachynus, tho' with more Delay; 

Than once to view miſhapen Scy//a near, 

And the loud Yell of wat'ry Wolves to hear. 
Befides, if Faith to Helenus be due, 

And if prophetick PH, tell me true, 

Do not this Precept of your Friend forget : 

Which therefore more than once I muſt repeat. 

Above the reſt, great Juno's Name adore: 

Pay Vows to June; Juno 's Aid implore. 

Let Gifts be to the mighty Queen deſign'd; 

And mollify with Pray'rs her haughty Mind. 

Thus, at the length, your Paſſage ſhall be free, 

And you ſhall ſafe deſcend on Tah. 

Arriv'd at Cume, when you view the Flood 

Of black Avernus, and the ſounding Wood, 

The mad prophetick Sich you ſhall find, 

Dark in a Cave, and on a Rock reclin'd. 


She ſings the Fates, and in her frantick Fits, 


The Notes and Names inſcrib'd, to Leafs commits. 


W hat ſhe commits to Leafs, in order laid, 
Before the Cavern's Entrance are diſplay'd: 
Unmov'd they lie: but if a Blaſt of Wind 


Without, or Vapours iſſue from behind, 
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The Leafs are born aloft in liquid Air, 
And ſhe reſumes no more her Muſeful Care : 


Nor gathers from the Rocks her ſcatter'd Verſe ; 

Nor ſets in order what the Winds diſperſe. 

Thus, many not fucceeding, moſt upbraid 575 

The Madnefs of the viſionary Maid; 

And with loud Curſes leave the myſtick Shade. 
Think it not loſs of time a while to ſtay ; 

Though thy Comranions chide thy long Delay: 

Tho' ſummon'd to the Seas, tho” pleaſing Gales 5 8e 

Iavite thy Courſe, and ſtretch thy ſwelling Sails. 

But beg the facred Prieſteſs to relate 

With ſwelling Words, and not to write thy Fate. 

The fierce /talian People ſhe will ſhow ; 

And all thy Wars, and all thy future Woe; 585 

And what thou may'ſt avoid, and what muſt undergo. 

She ſhall direct thy Courſe, inftrut thy Mind; 

Ard teach thee how the happy Shores to find. 

This is what Heav'n allows me to relate: 

| Now part in Peace; purſue thy better Fate, 500 

And raiſe, by Strength of Arms, the Trejan State. 
This when the Prieſt with friendly Voice declar'd, 

He gave me Licence, and rich Gifts prepar'd : 

Bounteous of Treaſure, he ſupply'd my Want 

With heavy Gold, and poliſh'd Elephant. 595 


Tori; It R Then 
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Then Dadenæan Caldrons put on board, 

And ev'ry Ship with Sums of Silver ſtor'd. 

A truity Coat of Mail to me he ſent, 

Thrice chain'd with Gold, for Uſe and Ornament : 
The helm of Pyrrhus added to the reſt, 600 
Then flouriſh'd with a Plume and waving Creſt, 

Nor was my Sire forgotten, nor my Friends: 

And large Recruits he to my Navy ſends ; 

Men, Horſes, Captains, Arms, and warlike Stores: 
Supplies new Pilots, and new ſweeping Oars. 605 
Mean time, my Sire commands to hoiſt our Sails; 
Leſt we ſhould loſe the firſt auſpicious Gales. 

The Prophet bleſt the parting Crew: and laſt, 

With Words like theſe, his ancient Friend embrac'd. 
Old happy Man, the Care of Gods above, 610 
Whom heav'nly Fenus honour'd with her Love, 

And twice preferv'd thy Life when Trey was loft; 
Behold from far the wiſh'd Auſanian Coaſt: 

'There land ; but take a larger Compaſs round ; 

For that before is all forbidden Ground. Cr; 
The Shore that Phu has defign'd for you, 

At farther Diſtance lies, conceal'd from view. 

Go happy hence, and ſeek your new Abodes ; 

Bleſs'd in a Son, and favour'd by the Gods: 


For I with uſeleſs Words prolong your Stay; 620 


When Southern Gales have ſummon'd you away. 
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Nor leſs the Queen our parting thence deplor d; 
Nor was leſs bounteous than her Trojan Lord, 
A noble Preſent to my Son ſhe brought, 
A Robe with Flow'rs on Golden Tiſſue wrought; 625 
A Phryzian Veſt ; and loads, with Gifts beſide 
Of precious Textare, and of Aan Pride. 
Accept, Ge ſaid, theſe Monuments of Love; 
Which in my Youth with happier Hands I wove: 


Regard theſe Triſſes for the Giver's ſake; 630 
"Tis the laſt Preſent Heckor's Wife can make. 


Thou call't my loft 4fzarax to mind: 
In thee his Features, and his Form I find. 
His Eyes ſo ſparkled with a lively Flame ; 
Such were his Motions, fuch was all his Frame; 635 
And ah! had Heav'n ſo pleas'd, his Years had been 
the ſame. 
Wich Tears I took my laſt adieu, and ſaid, 
Vour Fortune, happy Fair, already made, 
Leaves you no farther Wiſh ; My diffrent State, 
Avoiding one, incurs another Fate. 640 
To you a quiet Seat the Gods allow, 
You have no Shores to ſearch, no Seas to plow, 
Nor Fields of flying Italy to chaſe : 
Deluding Viſions, and a vain Embrace!) 
You ſee another Simoit, and enjoy 545 
The Labour of your Hands, another Troy; 
K 2 With 
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With better Auſpice than her ancient Towr's : 
And leſs obnoxious to the Grecian Pow'rs. 
If &'er the Gods, whom I with Vows adore, 
Conduct my Steps to Tiber's happy Shore: 650 
If ever I aſcend the Latias Throne, 
And build a City I may call my own, 
As both of us our Birth from Trey derive, 
So let our Kindred Lines in Concord live; 
And both in Acts of equal Friendſhip ftrive. 655 
Our Fortunes, good or bad, ſhall be the ſame, 
The double Troy hall differ but in Name: 
That what we now begin, may never end; 
But long, to late Poſterity deſcend. 
Near the Ceraunian Rocks our Courſe we bore: 602 
(The ſhorteſt Paſſage to th' //a/tan Shore; 
Now had the Sun withdrawn his radiant Light, 
And Hills were hid in duſky Shades of Night, 
We land: and on the Boſom of the Ground 
A ſafe Retreat, and a bare Lodging found; 66 
Cloſe by the Shore we lay; the Sailors keep 
Their Watches, and the reſt ſecurely ſleep, 
The Night proceeding on with ſilent Pace, 
Stood in her Noon, and view'd with equal Face 
Her ſleepy Riſe, and her declining Race, 6 
Then wakefol Palinzrus roſe, to ſpy ! 
J 


— 


The Face of Heav'n, and the Nocturnal Sky; 
And liſten'd ev'ry Breath of Air to try: 
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Obſerves the Stars, and notes their {liding Courſe, 
The £iciads, Hyads, and their wat'ry Force; 675 
And both the Bear; is careful to behold ; 
And bright Orion arm'd with burniſh'd Gold, 
Then when he {aw no threat'ning Tempeſt nigh, 
But a ſure Promiſe of a ſettled Sky ; 
He gave the Sign to weigh: we break our Sleep; 680 
Forlake the pleaſing Shore, and plow the Deep. 
And now the riſing Morn, with roſy Light 
Adorrns the Skies, and puts the Stars to flight: 
Whey we from far, like bluiſh Miſts, deſery 
The ills, and then the Plains of {zaly, 685 
A. bates firſt pronounc'd the joyful Sound; 
Then Lach the chearful Crew rebound. 
My Sire Auchiſes crown'd a Cup with Wine, 
And off ring, thus implor'd the Pow'rs Divine. 
Ye Gods, preſiding over Lands and Seas, 659 
And you who raging Winds and Waves appeaſe, 
Breathe on our ſwelling Sails a proſp'rous Wind, 
And ſmooth our Paſſage to the Port aſſign'd. 
The gentle Gales their Ragging Force renew ; 
And now the happy Harbour is in view. 655 
Miner va's Temple then ſalutes our Sight; 
Flac'd, as a Land mark, on the Mountains height: 
We farl our Sails, and turn the Prows to Shore; 
The curling Waters round the Galleys roar; 
K 3 The- 
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The Land lies open to the raging Eaſt, 700 
Then, bending like a Bow, with Rocks compreſs'd, 
Shuts out the Storms; the Winds and Waves complain, 
And vent their Malice on the Cliffs in vain. 

The Port lies hid within; on either fade 

Two Tow'ring Rocks the narrow Mouth divide. 703 
The Temple, which aloft we view'd betore, 

To diſtance flies, and ſeems to ſhun the Shore. 

Scarce landed, the firſt Omeas I beheld 

Were four white Steeds that cropt the flow'ry Field. 
War, War is threaten'd from this Foreign Ground, 7106 
(My Father cry'd) where warlike Steeds are found. 
Yet, fince reclaim'd to Chariots they ſubmit, 

And bend to ſtubborn Yoles, and champ the Bitt, 
Peace may ſucceed to War, Our way we bend 

To Pallas, and the ſacred Hill aſcend. 715 
There proſtrate to the fierce Frage pray; 

Whoſe Temple was the Land-mark of our Way. 
Each with a Phrygian Mantle veil'd his Head; 

And all Commands of Helenus obey'd ; 

And pious Rites to Grecian Juno paid. 720 
Thefe Dues perform'd, we ſtretch our Sails, and ſtand 
To Sea, forſaking that ſuſpected Land. 

From hence Tarentum”s Bay appears in view; 


For Hercules renown'd, if Fame be true. 
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Juſt oppoſite, Lacinian Juso ſtands : 725 
Caulonian Tow'rs, and Scylacean Strands 

For Shipwrecks fear d: Mount tua thence we ſpy, 
Known by the ſmoky Flames which cloud the Sky. 

Far off we hear the Waves, with ſurly Sound 

Invade the Rocks, the Rocks their Grones rebound. 
The Billows break upon the founding Strand; 731 
And roll the rifing Tide, impure with Sand, 
Then thus Axch;/er, in Experience old, 

Tis that Charybdis which the Seer foretold : 
And thoſe the promis'd Rocks ; bear off to Sea ; 
With haſte the frighted Mariners obey. 

Firſt Palinurus to the Larboard veer'd ; 

Then all the Fleet by his Example ſteer'd. 

To Heav'n aloft on ridgy Waves we ride; 


—4 
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Then down to Hell deſcend, when they divide, 740 
And thrice our Gallies knock'd the ſtony Ground, 
And thrice the hollow Rocks return'd the Sound, 


And thrice we ſaw the Stars, that ſtood with Dews 


Theflagging Winds forſook us, with the Sun; Laround. 
And weary'd, on Cyc/opean Shores we run. 745 
The Port capacious, and ſecure from Wind, 

1s to the foot of thundring tna join'd. 

By turns a pitchy Cloud ſhe rolls on high ; 

By turns hot Embers from her Entrails fly ; 749 


And Flakes of mounting Flames, that lick the Sky. 
K 4 Of 
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Oft from her Bowels maſſy Rocks are thrown, 
And ſhiver'd by the force come piece-meal down, 
Oft liquid Lakes of burning Sce!paur flow, 

Fed from the Fiery Springs that boil below. 


Encelanus. they fay, tran hx'd by F-ve, bs 
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With blaſied Limbs came trembl.1g from above: 
And where he fell, th” <renging Father drew 
This famiog Lill, and on his Body threw: 


s often as he turns his weary Sides, 


LY 
\ 


/ 
He ſhakes the ſolid Iſle, and Smoke the Heavens hides. 
In ſhady Woods we pais the tedious Night, 

Where belowing Sounds and Grones our Souls affright; 
Of which no Cauſe is offer'd to the Sight. 

For noi one Star was Kkindled in the Sky; 

Nor cou'd the Moon her borrow'd Light ſupply: 765 
For miſty Clouds involv'd the Firmament; 

The Stars were muffled, and the Moon was pent. 
Scarce had the riſing Sun the Day reveal'd ; 

Scarce: had his Heat the pea ly Deus diſpell'd; 

When from the Woods there boits, before our Sight, 
Somewhat, betwixt a Mortal and a Spright, =71 
So thin, ſo ghattly meagre, and fo wan, 

So bare of Fleſh, he ſcarce reſembled Man. 

This Thing, all tatter'd, ſeem'd from far t'implore 


Our pious Aid, and pointed to the Shore, 775 


We 
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We look behind; then view his ſhaggy Beard; 

His Cloaths were tagg'd with Thorns, and Filth his Limbs 
The reſt, in Mien, in Habit, and in Face, [velmear'd; 
Appeat'd a Greet, and ſuch indeed he was. 

He calt on us, from far, a frightful View, 780 
Whom ſoon for Tyan, and for Foes he knew: 

Stood ſtill, and paus'd; thence all at once began 

To ftretch his Limbs, and trembled as he ran. 

Soon as approach'd, upon his Knees he falls, 

And thus with Tears and Sigh- fur Pity calls. 785 
Now by the Pow'rs above, and what we ſhare 

From Nature's common Gift, this vital Air, 

O Trans, take me heuce; I beg no more, 

But bear me far from this anhappy Shore. 

"Tis true, I am a Greek, and farther own, 790 
Among your Foes be ſieg'd th' Imperial Town; 
For ſuch Demerits if my Death be due, 

No more for this abandon'd Life I ſue ; 

This only Favour let my Tears obtain, 

To throw me headlong in the rapid Main: 795 
Since nothing more than Death my Crime demands: 
die content, to die by human Hands. 

He ſaid, and en his knees my Knees embrac'd: 
bade him boldly tell his Fortune paſt; 

His preſent State, his Lineage, and nis Name; 800 


Th' Occaſion of his Fears, and whence he came, 
K 5 The 
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The good Anchiſes rais'd him with his Hand; 

Who, thus encourag'd, anſwer d our Demand: 

From Ithaca my Native Soil I came 

To Trey, and Achæmenides my Name. 80 5 

Me, my poor Father with U/y/es ſent; 

{Oh had I flay'd, with Poverty content!) 

But fearful for themſelves, my Country men 

Left me forſaken in the Cyc/ops' Den. 

The Cave, tho” large, was dark, the diſmal Floor 870 

Was pav'd with mangled Limbs and putrid Gore. 

Our monſtrous Hoſt, of more than human Size, 

Erects his Head, and flares within the Skies, 

Bellowing his Voice, and horrid is his Hue. 

Ye Gods, remove this Plague from mortal View! 813 

The Joints of ſlaughter'd Wretches are his Food. 

And for his Wine he quaffs the ſtreaming Blood. 

Theſe Eyes beheld, when with his ſpacious Hand 

He ſeiz'd two Captives of our Grecan Band; 

Stretch'd on his Back, he daſh'd againit the Stones 827 

Their broken Bodies, and their crackling Bones: 

With ſprouting Blood the Purple Pavement ſwims, 

While the dire Glutton grinds the trembling Limbs, 
Not unreveng'd, L/ , bore their Fate 


Nor thoughtleſs of his own unhappy State ; 925 


For gorg'd with Fleſh, and drunk with human Wine, 
While faſt afleep the Giant lay ſupine : 
> Snoring 
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Snoring aloud, and belching from his Maw 
His indigeſted Foam, and Morſels raw : 
We pray, we caſt the Lots, and then ſurround 839 
The moniro:s Body, ſtretch'd along the Ground: 
Each, as he cou'd approach him, lends a Hand 

To bore his Eyeball with a flaming Brand: 
| Beneath his frowning Forehead lay his Eye, 
(For only one did the vaſt Frame ſupply ;) 835 
But that a Globe fo large, his Front is fill'd, 
Like the Sun's Diſk, or like a Grec:an Shield, 
The Stroke ſucceeds ; and down the Pupil bends ; 
This Vengeance follow'd for our ſlaughter'd Friends. 
But haſte, unhappy Wretches, hafte to fly ; 840 
Your Cables cut, and on your Oars rely. 
Such, and fo vaſt as Polypheme appears, 
A hundred more this hated Iſland bears: 
Like him in Caves they ſhut their wooily Sheep, 
Like him, their Herds on tops of Mountains keep; 845 
Like him, with mighty Strides, they ſtalk from Steep 

to Steep. 

And now three Moons their ſharpen'd Horns renew, 
Since thus in Woods and Wilds, obſcure from View, 
I drag my loathſom Days with mortal Fright ; 
And in deſerted Caverns lodge by Night. 850 
Oft from the Rocks a dreadful Proſpect ſee 
Of the huge Gycleps, like a walking Tree : 


From 
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From far I hear his thund'ring Voice reſound ; 

And trampling Feet that ſhake the ſolid Ground. 

Cornels and ſalvage Berries of the Wood, 8.5 

And Roots and Herbs have been my meagre Food. 
While all around my longing Eyes I caſt, 

I aw your happy Ships appear at laſt. 

On thoſe I fx'd my Hopes, to theſe I run, 

Tis all L.afk, this cruel Race to ſhun : 860 

What other Death you pleaſe yourſelves, bellow. 

Scarce had he faid, when on the Mountain's Brow 

We faw the Giant-Shepherd ſtalk before 

His following Flock, and leading to the Shore. 


A monſtrous Bulk, deform'd, depriv'd of Sight, 865 


His Staff a Trunk of Pine, to guide his Steps ariglit. 


His pondrous Waiftle from his Neck deſcend: ; 


His woolly Care their penſive Lord attends : l 
This only Solace his hard Fortune ſends. \ 
Soon as he teach'd the Shore, and touch'd the Waves, s 20 


From his bor'd Eye the gutt'ring Blood he laves: 


He gnaſh'd his Teeth and groan'd; thro” Seas he tides, 

And ſcarce the topmoſt Billows touch'd his Sides. 
Seiz'd with a ſudden Fear, we run to Sea, 

The Cables cut, and Glent haſte away ; $75 

The well-deſerving Stranger entertain; 

Then, buckling to the Work, our Oars divide the main. 
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The Giant hearken'd to the dafhing Sound: 
But when our Veſſels out of Reach he found, 


He ſtrided onward ; and in vaia eſſay'd 


880 
Th' Ionias Deep, and durſt no farther wade, 
With that he roar'd aloud ; the dread ful Cry 
Shakes Earth, and Air, and Seas; the Biilows fy 
Defore the bellowing Noiſe, to diſtaut Lay. 
The neigh'bring Z2na trembling all around: 888 


The winding Caverns echo to the Sound. 
His Brother Cyc/:$s Lear the vellin2 Roar; 
And, ruſhing down the Mountains, crowd the Shore: 


We law their fern diſtorted Looks, from far, 


And one-ey'd Glance, that vainly threatned War, 890 


A dread ful Council, wich their Heads on high; 
The mid, Clouds about their Foreheac's fly: 
Not yielding to the tow'ring Tree of Jede, 
Or tallen Cy preſs of Dianas Grove. 
\ew Pangs of mortal Fear our M:rds aſſail, 895 
Vee tug at ev'ry Oar, and hoiſt up ev'ry Sai! ; 

And take th' Advantage of the fricndly Gale. 
Forewarn'd by Helenus, we ſtrive to ſhun 


Chary6-1," Gulph, nor dare to S:z//a run. 


An equal Fate on either Side appears ; ooo 


We, tacking to the Left, are fre: from Fears. 
For from Peer; Point, the North aroſe, 


And drove us back where ſwift Pantagia, flows. 
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Hi: rocky Mouth we paſs; and make our Way 

By Thap/us, and Megara's winding Bay; go; 
This Paſſage Ae mnenide had ſhown, 

Tracing the Courſe which he before had run. 

Right o'er- again! Plemmyrrtum's watry Strand 

There lies an Ifle, once. call'd th* Oreygian Land: 
Aipheus, as old Fame reports, has found go 
From Greece a ſecret Paſſage under- ground: 

By Love to beauteous Aretha, led, 

And mingling here, they roll in the ſame facred Bed. 
As Hel: :1zs enjoin'd, we next adore | 

Diana's Name, Protectreſs of the Shore. grs 
With proſp'rous Gales we pals the quiet Sounds 

Of ſtill Elorus, and his fruitful Bounds. 

Then doubling Cape Pachynus, we ſurvey 

The rocky Shore extended to the Sea. 


The Town of Camarine from far we fee : 


xD 
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And fenny Lake undrain'd by Fates Decree. 
In ſight of the Gelean Fields we pals, 


And the large Walls, where mighty Gela was: 

Then A4zrazas with lofty Summits crown'd ; 

Long for the Race of warlixe Steeds renown'd: 9 
We paſs'd Sclinus, and the Palmy Land, 

Aud widely ſhun the Lihbean Strand, 

Uaſafe, for ſecret Rocks, and moving Sand. 
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At length on Shore the weary Fleet arri d; 

Which Drepanum's unhappy Port receiv'd. 930 
Here, after endleſs Labours, often toſt 

By raging Storms, and driv'n on ey'ry Coaſt, 

My dear, dear Father, ſpent with Age, I loſt. 

Eaſe of my Cares, and Solace of my Pain, 

Sav'd through a thouſand Toils, but ſav'd in vain. 935 
The Prophet, who my future Woes reveal'd, 

Tet this, the greateſt and the worſt, conceal'd : 

And dire Ce?/z#no, whoſe foreboding Skill 

Denounc'd all elſe, was ſilent of this ill: 


This my laſt Labour was. Some friendly God 940 


* 


From thence convey'd us to your bleſt Abode. 
Thus to the lining Queen, the royal Gueſt 
His wand'ring Courſe, and all his Toils expreſs'd 


Aud here concluding, he retir'd to Reſt. 
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Dido dif overs to her Siſter her Paſſion for /Eneas, and 
her Tlcughts of marrying him. ' She prepares a Funt- 
ing- Auel fer his Entertainment. Juno by Venus?s 
Conſent raiſes a Storm, Thich Jefarates the Hunters, 
aud drives Aneas and Dido into the ſame Carve, 
Where their Marriage 74 Jap; os % be ecmpieal'd, 
Jupiter di pate bes Mercury 70 /Eneas, to warn tim 
from Carthage; Eneas fecretly prepares fer his * 
age: Dido fund's out bis ehen, one 19 put Hef 

BY mates ule of hir exon, and her Siffer's EEE 
and daiſicaers gp” the b aviet) cf Foficis that are in- 
cih nt le a nogiette 7 Lea er: AV. * neth; * gen 4 
pre wail wpon h: Nut, fre eontrives ber OWN Prat b, d 
aviich its Bath concludes 


UT anxious Cares already ſeiz'd the Queen: 
She fed within ker Veins a Flame unſeen : 
The Hero's Valour, Ads, and Birth, inſpire 


Her Soul with Love, and fan the ſecret Fire. 


His Words, his Looks imprinted in her Heart, 5 
Improve the Paſſion, and increaſe the Smart, 
Now, 
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Now when the purple Morn had chas'd away 

The dewy Shadows, and reſtor'd the Day; 

Her Siſter firſt, with early Care ſlie ſought, 

Ard thus in mournful Accents eas'd her Thought. 10 
My deareſt Auna, what new Dreams affright 

My lab'ring Soul; what Viſions of the Night 

Diſturb my Quiet, and diſtract my Breaſt,- 

Wich ftrange Ideas of our Trojan Gueſt i 

His Worth, His Actions, and majeſtic Air, 15 
A Man deſcended from the Gods declare. 

Fear ever argues a degenerate kind, 

His Birth his well aſſerted by his Mind. 

Then what he ſafer'd, when by Fate betray'd, 

What brave Attempts for falling Trey he made 20 
Such were his Looks, ſo gracefully he ſpoke, 

That were I not re'olv'd againſt the Yoke 

Of hapleſs Marriage; never to be curs'd 

With ſecond Love, fo fatal was my firſt; 

To this one Error I might yield again: T 


For fince Sichæus was untimely ſlain, 
This only Man is able to ſubvert 


The fix'd Foundations of my ſtubborn Heart. 
And to confeſs my Frailty, to my Shame, 


_ , 


Somewhat I find within, if not the ſame. 30 3 


Too like the Sparkles of my former Flafne. 


— — 
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But firſt let yawning Earth a Paſſage rend; 
And let me through the dark Abyſs deſcend ; 


Firſt let avenging Fove, with Flames from high, 


Drive down this Body, to the nether Sky, 35 
Condemn'd wich Ghoſts in endleſs Night to lie; 

Befote I break the plighted Faith I gave; 

No; he who had my Vows, ſhall ever have; 
For whom I lov'd on Earth, I worſhip in the Grave. 


She ſaid; the Tears ran guſhing from her Eyes 40 
And ſtop'd her Speech: her Siſter thus replies. 
O dearer than the vital Air I breathe, 
Will you to Grief your blooming Years bequeath ? 
Condemn'd to waſte in Woes your lonely Life, 
Without the Toys of Mother, or of Wife. 45 
Think you theſe Tears, this pompous Train of Woe, 
Are known or valu'd by the Ghoſts below ? 
I grant, that while your Sorrows yet were green, | 
It well became a Woman, and a Queen, 
The Vows of Tyrian Princes to neglect, 50 
To ſcorn Jarbas, and his Love reject; 
With all the Ly5:an Lords of mighty Name; 
But will you fight againſt a pleaſing Flame 
This little Spot of Land, which Heav'n beſtows, 


On ev'ry Side is hemm'd with warlike Foes : 5 


WU 


Getulian Cities here are ſpread around ; 


And fierce Namidians there your Frontiers bound ; 
Here 
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Here lies a barren Waſte of thirſty Land, 

And there the Syrtet raiſe the moving Sand: 

Barcæan Troops beſiege the narrow Shore; 60 
And from the Sea Pygmalion threatens more. 
Propitious Heav'n, and gracious June, lead 

This wand'ring Navy to your needful Aid ; 

How will your Empire ſpread, your City riſe 

From ſuch an Union, and with ſuch Allies! 65 
Implore the Favour of the Pow'rs above ; 

And leave the Conduct of the reſt to Love. 

Continue ſtill your hoſpitable way, 

And fill invent Occaſions of their Stay; 


Till Storms and Winter Winds, ſþail ceaſe to threat, 70 


And Planks and Oars repair their ſhattc:*d Fleet. 

Theſe Words, which from a Friend and Siſter came, 
With eaſe reſolv'd the Scruples of her Fame ; 
And added Fury to the kindled Flame. 

Inſpir'd with Hope, the Project they purſue; 75 
On ev'ry Altar Sacrifice renew z 

A choſen Ewe of two Years old they pay MN 

To Carer, Bacchus, and the God of Day: 

Preferring Juns's Pow'r: For 7 uns ties 

The nuptial Knot, and makes the Marriage Joys. 80 
The beauteous Queen before her Altar ſtands, 

And holds the golden Goblet in her Hands. 
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A milk-white Heifer ſhe with Flow'rs adorns, 
And pours the ruddy Wine betwixt her Horns ; 
And while the Prieſts with Pray'r the Gods invoke, 85 
She feeds their Altars with Sabæan Smoke. 
With hourly Care the Sacrifice renews, 
And anxiouſly the panting Entrails views. 
What Prieftly Rites, alas! what pious Art, 
V' hat Vows avail to cure a bleeding Heart! 99 
A gentle Fire ſhe feeds within her Veins; 
W here the ſoſt God ſecure in Silence reigns. 

Sick with Deſire, and ſeeking him ſhe loves, 
From Street to Street, the raving Dido roves. 
So when the watchful Shepherd, from the Blind, 93 
Wounds with a random Shaft the careleſs Hind ; 
Diſtracted with her Pain ſhe flies the Woods, 
Bounds o'er the Lawn, and ſeeks the ſilent Floods ; 
With fruitleſs Cart; for ſtill the fatal Dart 
Scicks in her Side, and rankles in her Heart. 100. 
And now ſhe leads the Trojan Chief along 
The lofty Walls, amidſt the buſy Throng ; 
Diſplays her Jyrian Wealth, and rifing Town, 
Which Love, without his Labour, makes his own. 
This Pomp ſhe ſhows to tempt her wand'ring Gueſt ; 
Her falt'ring Tongue forbids to ſpeak the reſt. | 106 
When Day declines, and Feaſts renew the Night, 


Still on his Face ſte feeds her famiih'd Sight: 
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She longs again to hear the Prince relate 
His own Adventures, and the Trojan Fate: 1to 
He tells it o'er and o'er: but ſtill in vain; 

For ſtill ſhe begs to hear it, once again. 

The Hearer on the Speaker's Mouth depends; 

And thus the Tragick Story never ends, 

Then, when they part, when Phzbe's paler Light 
Withdraws, and falling Stars to Sleep invite, 116 
She lait remains, when ev'ry Gueſt is gone, 

Sits on the Bed he preſs'd, and fighs alone; 

Abfert, her abſent Hero fees and hears ; 

Or in her Boſom young A/cantrs bears: 120 
And fec'cs the Father's Image in the Child, 

If Love by Likeneſs might be fo beguil'd. 

Mean time the rifing Tow'rs are at a fland : 
No Labours exerciſe the youthful Band: 

Nor uſe of Arts, nor Toils of Arms they know; 


The Mole 1s left unfiniſh'd to the For. 


125 


The Mounds, the Works, the Walls, neglected lia, 


Short of their promis'd height that ſeem'd to threat the Sky, 
But when Imperial June, from above, 


Saw Dido fetter'd in the Chains of Love; 130 
Hot with the Venom, which her Veins inflam'd, 

And by no Senſe of Shame to be reclaim'd: 

With ſoothing Words to Venus ſhe begun. 


High Praiſes, endleſs Honours you have won, 


And 
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And mighty Trophies with your worthy Son: 135 
Two Gods a ſilly Woman have undone. 

Nor am I ignorant, you both ſuſpect 

This riſing City, which my Hands erect: 

But ſhall celeſtial Diſcord never ceaſe ? 

Tis better ended in a laſting Peace. 145 
You ſtand poſſeſs d of all your Soul defir'd ; 

Poor Dido with conſuming Love is fir'd : 

Your Trojan with my Dian let us join, 

So Dido Qhall be yours, Æucas mine: 

One common Kingdom, one united Line. 145 
Fliza ſhall a Dardan Lord obey, 

And lofty Carthage for a Dow'r convey. 

Then Penus, who her hicden Fraud deſcry'd, 
(Which wou'd the Scepter of the World miſguide 


To Lilyan Shores.) thus artfully reply'd: © 


3 
Who but a Fool, wou'd Wars with June chooſe, 
And ſoch Alliance, and ſuch Gifts refuſe ? 

If Fortune with our joint Deſires comply: 

The Doubt is all from Jews, and Deſtiny; 


Left he forbid, with abſolute Command, } 
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To mix e People in one common Land. 

Or will the Trejan, and the Tyrian Line, 

In laſting Leagues, and ſure Succeſſion join? 

But you, the Partner of his Bed and Throne, 

May move his Mind; my Wines are ycur un. 100 


Mine, 
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Mine, ſaid Imperial Juno, be the Care; 
Time urges, now, to perfect this Affair: 


Attend my Counſel, and the Secret ſhare. 


When next the Sun his riſing Light diſplays, 


And gilds the World below with purple Rays; 165 
The Queen, Æucas, and the Tyrian Court, 

Shall to the ſhady Woods, for Silvan Game, reſort. 
There, while the Huntſmen pitch their Toils around, 
And chearful Horns, from Side to Side, reſound; 
A Pitchy Cloud ſhall cover all the Plain 

With Hail, and Thunder, and tempeſtuqus Rain: 
The fearful Train ſhall take their ſpeedy Flight, 
D:'-ers'd, and all involv'd in gloomy Night; 

One Cave a grateful Shelter ſhall afford 

To the fair Princeſs and the Tyan Lord. 7s 
I] will myſelf the bridal Bed prepare, 

If you, to bleſs the Nuptials, will be there: 

So Hall their Loves be crown'd with due Delights, 
And Hymen ſhall be preſent at the Rites, 


The Queen of Love conſents, and cloſely ſmiles 


— 
Xx) 
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At her vzin Project, and diſcover'd Wiles. 

The roſy Morn was riſen from the Main, 
And Horns and Hounds awake the Princely Train: 
They iſſue early through the City Gate, 


Where the more wakeful Huntimen ready wait, 185 
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With Nets, and Toils, and Darts, beſide the Force 
Of Spartan Dogs, and ſwift Maſhlian Horſe, 

The Brian Peers, and Officers of State, 

For the ſlow Queen, in Anti-chambers wait : 

Her lofty Courſer, in the Court below, 199 
(Who his majeſtick Rider ſeems to know,) 

Proud of his purpie Trappings, paws the Ground; 
And champs the golden Bitt; and ſpreads the Foam around. 
The Queen at length appears : on either hand 

The brauny Guards in martial Order ſtand. 195 
A flower'd Cymar:, with golden Fringe ſhe wore ; 

And at her back a golden Quiver bore : 

Her flowing Hair, a golden Caul reſtrains; 

A golden Claſp, the Tyr:an Robe ſuſtains. 

Then young 4-anius, with a ſprightly Grace, 200 
Leads on the Traian Youth to vicw the Chace. 

But far above the reſt in Beauty ſhines 

The great nas, when the Troop he joins : 

Like fair Apcilo, when he leaves the Froſt 

Of wintry Xanthus, and the Lycian Coaſt : 2 
When to his native Delos he reſorts, 

Ordains the Dances, and renews the Sports: 

Where painted Scyth7ars, mix'd v ith Cretan Bands, 
Before the joy ful Altars join their Hands. 

Himſelf, on Cynthus walking, fres below 210 
The merry Madnets of the ſacred Show. 
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Green Wreaths of Bays his length of Hair incloſe, 

A Golden Fillet binds his awful Brows; 

His Quiver ſoands : Not leſs the Prince is ſeen 

In manly Preſence, or in lofty Mien. 2g 
Now had they reach'd the Hills, and ſtorm'd the Seat 

Of talvage Beaſts, in Dens, their laſt Retreat; 

The Cry purſues the Mountain-Goats ; they bound 

From Rock to Rock, and keep the craggy Ground : 

Quite otherwiſe the Stags, a trembling Train, 220 

In Herds unſingled, ſcour the duſty Plain; 

And a long Chace, in open view, maintain. 

The glad 4/canius, as his Courſer guides, 

Spurs through the Vale; and theſe and thoſe outrides. 

His Horſe's Flanks and Sides are forc'd to feel 225 

The clanking Laſh, and goring of the Steel. | 

Impatiently he views the feeble Prey, 

Wiſhing ſome nobler Beaſt to croſs his way. 

And rather wou'd the tuſky Boar attend, 

Or fee the tawny Lion downward bend. 230 
Mean time, the gath'ring Clouds obſcure the Skies; 

From Pole to Pole the forky Lightning flies; 

The rattling Thunders rolls; and Juno pours 

A wintry Deluge down, and ſounding Show'rs. 

The Company diſpers'd, to Coverts riſe, 235 

And ſeek the homely Cotts, or Mountains hollow Side. 
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The rapid Rains, deſcending from the Hills, 
To rolling Torrents raiſe the creeping Rills. 
The Queen and Prince, as Love or Fortune guides, 
One common Cavern in her Boſom hides. | 240 
Then firſt the trembling Earth the Signal gave; 
And flaſhing Fires enlighten all the Cave: 
Hell from below, and June from above, 
And howling Nymphs, were conſcious to their Love. 
From this ill-omen'd Hour, in Time aroſe 24; 
Debate and Death, and all ſucceeding Woes. 
The Queen, whom ſenſe of Honour cou'd not move, 
No longer made a Secret of her Love; 
But call'd it Marriage, by that ſpecious Name 
To veil the Crime, and ſanctify the Shame. 250 
The loud Report through Libyan Cities goes; 
Fame, the great Il], from ſmall Beginnings grows. 
Swift from the firſt ; and ev'ry Moment brings 
New Vigour to her Flights, new Pinions to her Wings, 
Soon grows the Pygmy to gigantic Size; 
Her Feet on Earth, her Forehead in the Skies: 
Inrag'd againſt the Gods, revengeful Earth 
Produc'd her laſt of the Titanian Birth. 
Swift in her walk, more ſwift her winged haſte: 
A monſtrous Fantom, horrible and vait ; 26 
As many Plumes as raiſe her lofty Flight, 
So many piercing Eyes enlarge her Sight: 


4 - 
— 


55 


Q 


Millions 


4 


Ex. IV. EN EIS. 243 


Millions of opening Mouths to Fame belong; 

And ev'ry Mouth is furniſh'd with a Tongue: 

And round with liſtning Ears the flying Plague is hung. 

She fills the peaceful Univerſe with Cries 266 

No Slumbers ever cloſe her wakeful Eyes. 

By Day from lofty Tow'rs her Head ſhe ſhews ; 

And ſpreads through trembling Crowds diſaſtrous News, 

With Court Informers haunts, and Royal Spies, 2780 

Things done relates, not done ſhe feigns; and mingles 
Truth with Lyes. | 

Talk is her Buſineſs; and her chief Delight 

To tell of Prodigies, and cauſe Affright. 

She fills the Peoples Ears with Dido's Name; 

Who, loſt to Honour, and the ſenſe of Shame, 


ta 
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Admits into her Throne and nuptial Bed 
A wandring Gueſt, who from his Country fled : 
Whole Days with him ſhe paſſes in Delights; 
And waſtes in Luxury long Winter Nights. 
Forgetful of her F ame, and Royal Truſt ; 280 
Diſfolv'd in Eaſe, abandon'd to her Luft. 
The Goddefs widely ſpreads the loud Report; 
And flies at length to King H:arba's Court. 
When firſt poſſeſs'd with this unwelcome News, 
Whom did he not of Men and Gods accuſe ! 285 


This Prince, from raviih'd Garamantis born, 


A hundred Temples did with Spoils adorn, 
L 2 i Io 
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In Ammon's Honour, his celeſtial Sire, 

A hundred Altars fed with wakeiul Fire; 

And thro his vaſt Dominions, Prieſts ordain'd, 
Whoſe watchful Care theſe holy Rites maint ain'd. 


The Gates and Columns were with Garlands crown'd, 


290 


And blood of Victim Beafts enrich the Ground. 


He, when he heard a Fugitive cou'd move 


The Tyr:an Princeſs, who diſdain'd his Love, 


2 
His Breaſt with Fury burn'd, his Eyes with Fire; 5 
Mad with Deſpair, impatient with Deſire. 
Then on the ſacred Altars pouring Wine, 
He thus with Pray'rs implor'd his Sire Divine. 
Great Joe, propitious to the Maoriſb Race, 300 


Who feaſt on painted Beds, with Off' rings grace 

Thy Temples, and adore thy Power Divine 

With Blood of Victims, and with ſparkling Wine: 
Seeſt thou not this? or do we fear in vain | 

Thy boaſted Thunder, and thy thoughtleſs Reign? 305 
Do thy broad Hands the forky Lightnings lance, 

Thine are the Bolts, or the blind work of Chance ? 

A wandring Weman builds, within our State, 

A little Town, bought at an eaſy Rate ; 

She pays me Homage, and my Grants allow 310 


A narrow Space of L:5zan Lands to plough. 


Yer ſcorning me, by Paſſion blindly led, 
Admits a baniſh'd Trejan to her Bed: 
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And now this other Paris, with his Train 

Of conquer'd Cowards, muſt in 4/7:c4 reign ! 315 
(Whom, What they are, their Looks and Garb confeſs; 
Their Locks with Oil perfum'd, their Libyan Dress.) 
He takes the Spoil, enjoys the Princely Dame; 

And I, rejected I, adore an empty Name. 

His Vows, in haughty Terms, he thus preferr'd, 3 20 
And held his Altar's Horns; the mighty 'Thund'rer heard, 
Then caſt his Eyes on Carthage, where he found 
The luſtful Pair, in lawleſs Pleaſure drown'd. 

Loſt in their Loves, inſenſible of Shame ; 
And both forgetful of their better Fame. 325 
He calls Cyllenius; and the God attends ; 
By whom his menacing Command he fends, 
Go, mount the Weſtern Winds, and cleave the Sky 
Then, with a ſwift Deſcent, to Carthage fly : 
There find the Trojan Chief, who waſtes his Days 330 
In ſlothful Riot, and inglorious Eaſe. 
Nor minds the future City, giv'n by Fate; 
To him this Meflage from my Mouth relate, 
No fo, fair Venus hop'd, when twice ſhe won 
Thy Life with Pray'rs ; nor promis'd ſuch a Son. 335 
Hers was a Hero, deſtin'd to com mand 
A Martial Race; and rule the Latian Land. 
Who ſhou'd his ancient Line from Teucer draw; 
And, on the conquer'd World, impoſe the Law. 
L 3 It 
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If Glory cannot move a Mind fo mean, 340 


246 


Nor future Praiſe, from fading Pleaſure wean, 

Yet why ſhou'd he defraud his Son of Fame; 

And grudge the Romans their immortal Name! 

What are his vain Deſigns! what hopes he more, 

From his long ling'ring on a hoſtile Shore? 345 

Regardleſs to redeem his Honour loſt, 

And for his Race to gain th' Au/orzar Coaſt ! 

Bid him with ſpeed the Tzr:iaz Court forſake; 

With this Command the ſlumb'ring Warrior wake. 
Hermes obeys; with golden Pinions binds 350 

His flying Feet, and mounts the Weſtern Winds: 

And whether o'er the Seas or Earth he flies, 

With rapid Force, they bear him down the Skies. 

But firſt he graſps within his awful Hand, 

The mark of Sov'reign Pow'r, his Magick Wand: 355 

Wich this, he draws the Ghoſts from hollow Graves, 

With this he drives them down the Stygian Waves; 

Wich this he ſeals in Sleep the wakeful Sight ; 

And Eyes, tho' clos'd in Death, reſtores to Light. 

Thus arm'd, the God begins his airy Race; 360 

And drives the racking Clouds along the liquid Space. 

Now ſees the tops of 4:las, as he flies; 

Whoſe brawny Back ſupports the Starry Skies ; 

Atlas, whoſe Head with Piny Foreſts crown'd, 364 

Is beaten by the Winds; with foggy Vapours bound. 
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Snows hide his Shoulders; from beneath his Chin 
The Founts of rolling Streams their Race begin: 
A beard of Ice on his large Breaſt depends: 
Here pois'd upon his Wings, the God deſcends : 
Then, reſted thus, he from the tow'ring Height 370 
Plung'd downward, with precipitated Flight: 
Lights on the Seas, and ſkims along the Flood: 
As Water-fowl, who ſeek their fiſhy Food, 

Leſs, and yet leſs, to diſtant Proſpect ſhow, 
By turns they dance aloft, and dive below : 375 
Like theſe, the Steerage of his Wings he plies, 
And near the Surface of the Water flies. 
Till having paſs'd the Seas, and croſs'd the Sands, 
He clos'd his Wings, and ſtoop'd on Libyan Lands: 379 
Where Shepherds once were hous'd in homely Sheds, 
Now Tow'rs within the Clouds, advance their Heads. 
Arriving there, he found the Trojan Prince 
New Ramparts raiſing for the Town's Defence: 
A purple Scarf, with Gold embroider'd c'er, 
(Queen Dido's Gift) about his Waſte he wore ; 335 
A Sword with glitt'ring Gems diverſify'd, 
For Ornament, net Uſe, hung idly by his Side. 
Then thus, with winged Words, the God began: 
(Reſuming his own Shape) Degengrate Man, 
Thou Woman's Property, what mak'ſt thou here, 390 
_ Theſe foreign Walls, and Tyrian Tow'rs to rear? 
L 4 For- 
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Forgetful of thy own ? All-pow'rful Zove, 
Who ſways the World below, and Heav'n above, 
Has ſent me dowry, with this ſevere Command: 
What means thy ling'ring in the Libyan Land ? 395 
If Glory cannot move a Mind fo mean, 
Nor future Praiſe, from flitting Pleaſure wean, 
Regard the Fortunes of thy riſing Heir 
The promis'd Crown let young 4/canius wear. 
To whom th" Aauſonian Scepter, and the State 400 
Ot Romz's Imperial Name, is ow'd by Fate. 
So ſpoke the God; and ſpeaking took his Flight, 
Involv'd in Clouds; and vaniſh'd out of fight. 
The pious Prince was ſeiz'd with ſudden Fear; 
Mute was his Tongue, and upright ſtood his Hair: 
Revolving in his Mind the ſtern Command, 406 
He longs to fly, and loaths the charming Land. 
What ſhou'd he ſay, or how ſhou'd he begin, 
What Courſe, alas! remains, to ſteer between 
Th' offended Lover, and the pow'rful Queen! 410 
This way, and that, he turns his anxious Mind, 
And all Expedients tries, and none can find : 
Fix'd on the Deed, but doubtful of the Means; 
After long Thought to this Advice he leans. 
Three Chiefs he calls, commands them to repair 41; 
The Fleet, and ſhip their Men with ſilent Care: 
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Some plaufible Pretence he bids them find, 


To colour what in ſecret he deſign'd. 
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Himſelf, mean time, the ſofteſt Hours wou'd chooſe, 


Before the love- ſick Lady heard the News; 
and move her tender Mind, by ſlow degrees, 
To ſuffer what the Sov'reign Pow'r decrees : 
Fowe will inſpire him, when, and what to ſay. 
They hear with Pleaſure, and with Haſte obey. 
But ſoon the Queen perceives the thin Diſguiſe : 

What Arts can blind a jealous Woman's Eyes!) 
She was the firſt to find the ſecret Fraud, 

Before the fatal News was blaz'd abroad. 

Love, the firſt Motions of the Lover hears, 
Quick to preſage, and ev'n in Safety fears. 
Nor impious Fame was wanting to report 

The Ships repair'd; the Trejans thick rc:ort, 
And purpoſe to forſake the Tra Court. 


Frantick with Fear, i. +at of the Wound, 


And impotent of „lind, {he roves the City round: 


Leſs wild the Bacc# nan:.!ian 1)..mes bear, 

When, from afar, their nightly God they hear, 
And houl about the Hills, and hake the wreathy 

Fu len, h ſhe finds he dea crhdious Ma 

1 nis forr *u Excuſe, and thus 

Baſe and ungrateful, cud you Þ 
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Nor cou'd my Kindneſs your Compaſſion move, 

Nor plighted Vows, nor dearer Bands of Love 

Or is the Death of a deſpairiag Queen 445 
Not worth preventing, though too well foreſeen ? 

Ev'n when the wint'ry Winds command your Stay, 
You dare the Tempeſt, and defy the Sea. 

Falſe, as you are, ſuppoſe you were not bound 

To Lands unknown, and foreign Coaſts to found; 450 
Were Troy reſtor'd, and Priam's happy Reign, 

Now durſt you tempt for Trey, the raging Main? 

See, whom you fly; am I the Foe you ſhun *? 

Now by thoſe holy Vows, ſo late begun, 


By this Right Hand, (ſince I have nothing more 4 


—1 
911 


To challenge, but the Faith you gave before ;) 

I beg you by theſe Tears too truly ſhed, 

By the new Pleaſures of our nuptial Bed; 

If ever Dida, when you moſt were kind, 459 
Were pleaſing in your Eyes, or touch'd. your Mind; 

By theſe my Pray rs, if Pray'rs may yet have place, 
Pity the Fortunes of a falling Race. 

For you I have provok'd a Tyrant's Hate, 

Incens d the Lihhan, and the Tyrian State; 


For you alone I ſuffer in my Fame; 4 


Wt 


Bereft of Honour, and expos'd to Shame: 
Whom have I now to truſt, (ungrateful Gueſt) 


That only Name remains of all the reſt 


What 
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What have I left, or whither can I fly; 
Muſt I attend Pygmaiion's Cruelty ! - 470 
Or till Hiarbas ſhall in Triumph lead 


A Queen, that proudly ſcorn'd his proffer'd Bed! 
Had you deterr'd, at leaſt, your haſty Flight, 


And left behind ſome Pledge of our Delight, 474 

Some Babe to bleſs the Mother's mournful Sight; 

Some young ££Zreas, to ſupply your Place; 

Whoſe Features might expreſs his Father's Face; 

! ſhould not then complain to live bereft 

Of all my Huſband, or be wholly left. 479 
Here paus'd the Queen; unmov'd he holds his Eyes, 

By 7ove's Command; nor ſuffer'd Love to riſe, 

Tho” heaving in his Heart; and thus at length replies. 

Fair Queen, you never can enough repeat 

Your boundleſs Favours, or I own my Debt; 

Nor can my Mind forget £/:za's Name, 485 

V bile vital Breath inſpires this mortal Frame. 

This only let me ſpeak in my Defence. 

never hop'd a ſecret Flight from hence: 

Much leſs pretended to the lawful Claim | 

Of ſacred Nuptials, or a Huſband's Name. 490 

For if indulgent Heav'n would leave me tree, 

And not ſubmit my Life to Fate's Decree, 

My Choice would lead me to the Trejan Shore, 

Thoſe Relicks to review, their Duſt adore; 


And Priam's ruin'd Palace to reſtore, 4954 
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But now the De/phian Oracle commands, 

And Fate invites me to the Zatian Lands. 

That is the promis'd Place to which I ſteer, 
And all my Vows are terminated there. 

If you, a Tyrian, and a Stranger born, 

With Walls and Tow'rs a Libyan Town adorn ; 
Why may not we, like you, a foreign Race, 
Like you ſeek Shelter in a foreign Place ? 

As often as the Night obſcures the Skies 

With humid Shades, or twinkling Stars ariſe, 
Anchiſe, angry Ghoſt in Dreams appears, 
Chides my Delay, and fills my Soul with Fears : 
And young Acc juſtly may complain, 

Of his defrauded Fate, and deſtin'd Reign. 
Ev'n ncw' the Herald of the Gods appear d, 
Waking I ſaw him, and his Mctiage heard. 
From Jobe he came commiſſ.on'd, heav'nly bright 
With radiant Beams, and manifeit to Sight. 


CI 
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Theſe Wells he enter'd, and thoſe 3 expreſs'd. 


Fair IN oppoſe not what the Gods command; 

Forc d by my Fate, I leave your happy Land. 
Thus, while he ſpoke, already ſhe began, 

With ſparkling Ey to view the guilty Man: 

From Head to Foot ſurvey d his Perſon o'er, 


No longer theſe outrageous Threats forbore. 
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Falſe as thou art, and more than falſe, forſworn; 

Not ſprung from noble Blood, nor Goddeſs born, 

But heun from hardned Entrails of a Rock; 

And rough Hyrcanian Tigers gave thee Suck. 525 
Why ihould I fawn? what have I worſe to fear? 

Did he once look, or lent a liſt'ning Ear; 

Si12h'd when I ſob'd, or ſhed one kindly Tear? 

All Symptoms of a Baſe ungrateful Mind, 

So foul, that which is worſe, 'tis hard to fänd. 530 
Of Man's Injuſtice, why ſhould I complain ? 

The Gods, and Jewe himſelf behold in vain 
Triumphant Treaſon, yet no Thunder flies: 

Nor Juno views my Wrongs with equal Eyes; 


Faithleſs is Earth, and faithleſs ate the Skies! 5 


Ca 
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ſuſtice is ned, and Truth is now no more; 
| fav'd the ſhipwreck d Exile on my Shore : 


With need ful Food his hungry Tram fed; 


* * 
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took the Traitor to my Throne and Bed: 


Fool that I was 'tis littie to repent 540 
The reſt, I itor'd and rigg'd his ruin'd Fleet. 

I rave, I rave: A God's Command he pleas, 

And makes H<av'n acceſſary to his Deeds. 

Now Lycian Lots, and now the Deiian God; 

8 


Now Hermes is employ'd from Joe's Abode, 545 


o warn him hence; as if the peaceful State 


Of heav'nly Pow'rs were touch'd with human Fate! 


But 
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But go; thy Flight no longer I detain; 

Go ſeek thy promi-'d Kingdom through the Main : 
Yet if the Heav'ns will hear my pious Vow, 550 
The faichleſs Wares, not half ſo falſe as thou, 

Or ſecret Sands, ſhall Sepulchres afford 

To thy proud Veſſels, and their perjur'd Lord. 

Then ſhalt thou call on injur'd D:4o's Name: 

Dido ſhall come, in a black Sulph'ry Flame; 555 
When Death has once diflolv'd her mortal Frame. 
Shall ſmile to ſee the Traitor vainly weep, 

Her angry Ghoſt ariſing from the Deep, 

Shall haunt thee waking, and ditturb thy Sleep. 


At leaſt my Shade thy Puniſtment ſhall know ; 60 


WW 


And Fame ſhall ſpread the pleaſing News below. 
Abruptly here ſhe ſtops: Then turns away 
Her loathing Eyes, and ſhuns the S ght of Day. 


Amaz'd he ſtood, revolving in his Mind 


21 


What Speech to frame, and what Excuſe to find. 


V1 


Her fearful Maids their fainting Miſtreſs led; 
And foftly laid her on her Iv'ry Bed. 
But good Zxeas, tho' he much defir'd 
To give that Pity, which her Grief requir'd, 
Tho' much he mourn'd and labour'd with his Love, 570 
Reſolv'd at length, obeys the Will of Zowe: 
Reviews his Forces ; they with early Care 


Unmoor their Veſſels, and for Sea prepare. 


The 
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The Fleet is ſoon afloat, in all its Pride: 

And well calk'd Gallies in the Harbour rule. 8 
Then Oaks for Oars they fell'd; or as they ſtood, 
Of its green Arms deſpoil'd the growing Wood. 
Studious of Flight: The Beach is cover'd o'er 

With Tran Bands that blacken all the Shore: 


On ev'ry Side are ſeen, deſcending down, 80 


1 


Thick Swarms of Soldiers loaden from the Town. 
Thus, in Battalia, march embody'd Ants, 

Fearful of Winter, and of future Wants, 

T” invade the Corn, and to their Cells convey 

The plender'd Forage of their yellow Prey. 585 
The ſable Troops, along the narrow Tracks, 

Scarce bear the weighty Burden cn their Backs: 

Some ſet their Shculders to the pond'rous Grain; 

Some guard the Spoil, ſome laſh the lagging Train; 
All pl their ſer'ral Tasks, and equal Toil ſuſtain. 5 90 
What Pangs the tender Breift of Dido tore, 

When, from the Tow'r, ſhe ſaw the cover'd Shore, 

And heard the Shouts of Sailors from afar, 

Mix'd with the Marmurs of the wat'ry War 

All powerful Love, what Changes canit thou cauſe 595 
In human Hearts, ſubjected to thy Laws! 

Once more her kaughty Soul the Tyrant bends; 


To Pray'rs and mean Submiſſions ſhe deſcends. 


256 een . 


No female Arts or Aids ſhe leſt untry'd, 

Nor Counſels unexplor'd, before ſhe dy'd. Coo 
Look, Anna, look; the Trojans crowd to Sea, 

They ſpread their Canvaſs, and their Anchors weigh. 
The ſhouting Crew, their Ships with Garlands bind; 
Invoke the Sca- Gods, and invite the Wind. 

Cou'd I have thought this threat'ning Blow fo near, 
My tender Soul had been forewarn'd to bear. 606 
But do not you my laſt Requeſt deny, 

With yon perfhidious Man your Int'reſt try; 

And bring me News, if I muſt live or die. 

You are his Fav'rite, you alone can find 610 
The dark Receſſes of his inmoſt Mind: 

In all his truſty Secrets you have part, 

And know the ſoft Approaches to his Heart. 

Haſte then, and humbly ſeek my haughty Foe; 

Tell bim, I did not with the C ecians go; 615 
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Nor did my F.:<t agaf it hi Friends employ, 


Nor ſu ore tc | of unhappy Tray. 
Nor mov'd v iih Hands profane his Father's Duſt; 
Why ſhowd ne tho ro Suit ſo juſt 


Whom docs he hun, and iither wou'd he ffy; 620 
Can he inis laſt this only Pray's deny! 


Let him : teat ang'rous Fli>b+ delay, 


Wait better Winds, and hor mer Zea. 
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The Nuptials he diſclaims, J urge no more; 
Let him purſue the promis'd Latian Shore. 625 
A ſhort Delay is all I ask him now, 
A Pauſe of Grief; an Interval from Woe: 
Till my ſoft Sou} be temper'd to ſuſtain 
Accuſtom'd Sorrows, and inur'd to Pain. 
If you in Pity grant this one Requeſt, 630 
My Death ſhall glut the Hatred of his Zreaſt. 
This mournful Meilage, pious Anna bears, 
And ſeconds, with her own, her Siſter's Tears: 
But all her Arts are ſtill employ'd in vain ; 
Again ſhe comes, and is refus'd again. 635 
His harden'd Heart nor Pray'rs nor Threatnings move; 
Fate, and the God, had ſtop'd his Ears to Love, 
As when the Winds their airy Quarrel try; 
Juſtling from ev'ry Quarter of the Sky; 
This way and that, the Mountain Oak they bend, 640 
His Boughs they ſhatter, and his Branches rend; 
With Leaves, and falling Maſt, they ſpread the Ground, 
The hollow Vallies echo to the Sound: 
Unmov'd, the royal Plant their Fury mocks ; 
Or ſhaken, clings more cloſely to the Rocks: 645 
Far as he ſhoots his tow'ring Head on high, 
So deep in Earth his fix'd Foundations lie: 
No leſs a Storm the Trojan Hero bears; 
Thick Meſſages and loud Complaints he hears; 


Aad bandy'd Words, ill beating on his Ears. 650 
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Sighs, Grones and Tears, proclaim his inward Pains, 


But the firm Purpoſe of his Heart remains, 

The wretched Queen, purſu'd by cruel Fate, 
Begins at length the Light of Heav'n to hate: 
And loaths to live: Then dire Portents ſhe ſees, 
To haſten on the Death her Soul decrees, 
Strange to relate: For when before the Shrine 
She pours, in Sacriſice, the purple Wine, 

The purple Wine is turn'd to putrid Blood : 
And the white offer'd Milk, converts to Mud. 
This dire Preſage, to her alone reveal'd, 
From all, and ev'n her Siſter, ſhe conceal'd. 
A marble Temple ſtood within the Grove, 
Sacred to Death, and to her murder'd Love; 
That honour'd Chapel ſhe had hung around 


With ſnowy Fleeces, and with Garlands crown'd : 


Oft, when ſhe viſited this lonely Dome, 


Strange Voices iſſu'd from her Husband's Tomb: 


She thought ſhe heard him ſummon her away; 
Invite her to his Grave; and chide her Stay. 
. Hourly tis heard, when with a boding Note 
The ſolitary Screech Owl ſtrains her Throat: 
And on a Chimney's Top, or Turret's Height, 


660 


665 


With Songs obſcene, difturbs the Silence of the Night. 


Beſides, old Prophecies augment her Fears; 


And ſera Aucas in her Dreams appears, 


675 
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Diſdainful as by Day : She ſeems alone, 

To wander in her Sleep, thro' Ways unknown, 

Guideleſs and dark: or, in a Deſart Plain, 

To ſeek her Subjects, and to ſeck in vain. 689 

Like Pentheus, when diſtracted with his Fear, 

He ſaw two Suns, and double Thebes appear: 

Or mad Ortes, when his Mother's Ghoſt 

Full in his Face, infernal Torches tait ; 

And thook her Snaky Locks: He ſhuns the Sight, 685 

Flies o'er the Stage, ſurpriz'd with mortal Fright; 

The Furies guard the Door, and intercept his Flight, 
Now, ſinking underneath a Load of Grief, 

From Death alone, ſhe ſeeks her laſt Relief : 

The Time and Means reſolv'd within her Breaſt, 690 

She to her mournful Siiter, thus addreſs'd. 

(Diſſembling Hope, her cloudy Front ſhe clears, 

And a falſe Vigour in her Eyes appears.) 

Rejoice, ſhe ſaid, inſtructed from above, 

My Lover I ſhall gain, or loſe my Love, 695 

Nigh rifing Atlas, next the falling Sun, 

Long Tracts of #:hiopian Climates run: 

There, a Maſfylian Prieſteſs I have found, 

Honour'd for Age; for magick Arts renown'd ; 

Th' Hyperian Temple was her truſted Care; 700 

Twas ſhe ſupply'd che wakeful Dragon's Fare. 


She 


4-4 —— 1 2 ꝰ > 


— 


— 3 — H — — 
— a wv hee eehghen ht . — — re tent — 5 —U— — — — —— U —ä —— — — 
, - 2 2 8 8 
_ 1 _ ts F 
£4 * - — 


— . — 


Er 


- — > - i 2 2 — a — — 
* 0 - 
- rr. OR eee ee _—— ww — 


260 el Ex. IV. 
She Poppy-Seeds in Honey taught to ſteep; 

Reclaim'd his Rage; and ſooth'd him into Sleep. 

She watch d the golden Fruit; her Charms unbind 
The Chains of Lo.e; or fix them on the Mind. ® 705 
She ſtops the Torrents, leaves the Channel dry; 

Repels the Stars; and backwards bears the Sky. 

The yawning Earth rebellows to her Call; 

Pale Ghoſts aſcend ; and mountain Aſhes fall. 
Witneſs, ye Gods, and thou my better Part, 710 
How loth I am to try this impious Art! 
Within the ſecret Court, with filent Care, 

Erect a lofty Pile, expos'd in Air: 

Hang on the topmoſt Part, the Trojan Veſt ; 

Spoils, Arms and Preſents of my faithleſs Gueſt, 715 


Next, under theſe, the bridal Bed be plae'd, 
Where I my Ruin in his Arms embrac'd : 


All Relicks of the Wretch are doom'd to Fire; 

For fo the Prieſteſs, and her Charms require. 

Thus far ſhe ſaid, and farther Speech forbears: 720 
A mortal Paleneſs in her Face appears: 

Yet the miſtruſtleſs Auna cou'd not find 

The ſecret Fun'ral, in theſe Rites deſign'd; l 
Nor thought fa dire a Rage poſſeſs'd her Mind. | 
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Unknowing of a Train, conceal'd fo well, 7 


She fear'd no worſe than when S:icheus fell: 


'There- 
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Therefore obeys. The fatal Pile they rear, 

Within the ſecret Court, expos'd in Air. 

The cloven Holms and Pines are heap'd on high; 

And Garlands on the hollow Spaces lie. 730 

Sad Cypreſs, Vervain, Eugh, compoſe the Wreath; 

And ev'ry baleful Green denoting Death. 

The Queen, determined to the fatal Deed, 

The Spoils and Sword he left, in order ſpread: 

And the Man's Image on the nuptial Bed. 
And now (the ſacred Altars plac'd around) 

The Prieſteſs enters, with her Hair unbound, | [ 


735 


And thrice invokes the Pow'rs below the Ground. 
Night, Erebus and Chaos the proclaims, 


And threefold Hecat, with her hundred Names, 740 


And three Dianas next ſhe ſprinkles round. 
With teign'd Awerwan Drops, the hallow'd Ground; 
Culls hoary Simples, found by Pharbe's: Light) 
With brazen Sickles reap'd at Noon of Night. 
Then mixes baleful Juices in the Bowl: 


745 
And cuts the Forehead of a new-born Foal; 
Robbing the Mother's Love. The deſtin'd Queen 
Obſerves, aſſiſting at the Rites obicene: * 
A leaven d Cake in her devoted Hands 
She holds, and next the higheſt Altar ſtands : 750 


One tender Foot was ſhod, her other bare; 


Girt was her gather d Gown, and looſe her Hair. 


Thus 
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Thus dreſs'd, ſhe ſummon'd with her dying Breath, 
The Heav'ns and Planets conſcious of her Death; 
And ev'ry Pow'r, if any rules above, 755 
Who minds, or who revenges injur'd Love, 
"Twas Dead of Night, when weary Bodies cloſe 
Their Eyes in balmy Sleep, and ſoft Repoſe: 
The Winds no longer whiſper through the Woods, 
Nor murm'ring Tides diſturb the gentle Floods. | 760 
The Stars in ſilent Order mov'd around, 
And Peace, with downy Wings, was brooding on the 
Ground, 
The Flocks and Herds, and particolour'd Fowl, 
Which haunt the Woods, or ſwim the weedy Pool; 
Stretch'd on the quiet Earth ſecurely lay, 765 
Forgetting the paſt Labours of the Day. 
All elſe of Nature's common Gift partake ; 
Unhappy Dido was alone awake. 
Nor Sleep nor Eaſe the furious Queen can find. 
Sleep fled her Eyes, as Quiet led her Mind. T>0 
Deſpair, and Rage, and Love, divide her Heart; 
Deſpair acd Rage had ſome, but Love the greater Part. 
Then thus he ſaid within her {eccret Mind: 
What ſhall I do, what Succour can I find! 


Become ppliant to Hiarba's Pride, 


And take my turn, to court and be deny'd ! 


my 
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Shall I with this ungrateful Trojan ga, 
Forſake an Empire, and attend a Foe ? 
Himſelf I refug'd, and his Train reliev'd ; 
'Tis true; but am I ture to be receiv'd ? 780 
Can Gratitude in Tr9an Souls have place 

Lasmedon ſtill lives in all his Race! 

Then, ſhall I ſeek alone the churliſh Crew, 

And with my Fleet their flying Sails purſue ? 

What Force have I but thoſe, whom ſcarce before 78; 


J 
drew reluctant from their native Shore? 


Will they again embark at my Deſire, 

Once more ſuſtain the Seas, and quit their ſecond Pore ? 
Rather with Steel thy guilty Breaſt invade, 

And take the Fortune thou thyſelf haſt made. 299 
Your Pity, Sifter, firſt ſeduc'd my Mind; 

Or ſeconded too well, what I deſign'd. 

Theſe dear-bought Pleaſures had I never known, 

Had I continu'd free, and ſtill my own; 


Avoiding Love, I had not found Deſpair : 


%J 
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Bat ſhar'd with ſalvage Beaſts the common Air. 

Like them a lonely Life I might have led, 

Not mourn'd the Living, nor diſturb'd the Dead. 

The Thoughts ſhe brooded in her anxious Breaſt; 

On Board, the Trojan found more eaſy Reſt. 800 
Reſoly'd to fail, in Sleep he paſs'd the Night; 


And order'd all things for his early Flight. 


- 
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To whom once more the winged God appears: 
His former youthful Mien and Shape he wears, 
And with this new Alarm invades his Ears. 805 
Sleep'ſt thou, O Goddeſs- born] and can'ſt thou drown 
Thy needful Cares, ſo near a hoſtile Town ? 
Beſet with Foes; nor hear'ſt the Weſtern Gales 
Invite thy Paſſage, and inſpire thy Sails ? $10 
She harbours in her Heart a furious Hate ; 
And thou ſhalt find the dire Effects too late; 
Fix'd on Revenge, and obſtinate to die: 
Haſte ſwiftly hence, while thou haſt Pow'r to fly. 
The Sea with Ships will ſoon be cover'd o'er, 815 
And blazing Firebrands kindle all the Shore. 
Prevent her Rage, while Night obſcures the Skies ; 
And fail before the purple Morn ariſe. 
Who knows what Hazards thy Delay may bring? 
Woman's a various and a changeful Thing. 820 
Thus Hermes in the Dream; then took his Flight, 
Aloft in Air unſeen; and mix'd with Night. 

Twice warn'd by the celeſtial Meſſenger, 
The pious Prince aroſe with haſty Fear: 
Then rouz'd his drowſy Train without Delay, 825 1 
Haſte to your Banks; vour crooked Anchors weigh; 
And ſpread your fly ing Sails, and ſtand to Sea, | 


A 
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A God commands; he ſtood before my Sight ; 

And urg'd us once again to ſpeedy Flight. 

O ſacred Pow'r, what Pow'r ſoe'er thou art, | 830 
To thy bleſs'd Orders I reſign my Heart: 

Lead thou the Way; protect thy Trojan Bands; 

And proſper the Deſign thy Will commands. 

He faid, and drawing forth. his flaming Sword, 

His thund'ring Arm divides the many-twiſted Cord : 
An emulating Zeal inſpires his Train; 836 
They run, they ſnatch ; they ruſh into the Main. 

With headlong Haſte they leave the deſert Shores, 

And bruſh the liquid Seas with lab'ring Oars. 

Aurora now had left her Safron Bed, 840 
And Beams of early Light the Heav'ns o'erſpread, 
When from a Tow'r the Queen, with wakeful Eyes, 
daw Day point upward from the roſy Skies: 


She look'd to Seaward, but the Sea was void, 


And ſcarce in ken the ſailing Ships deſcry'd: 845 
Stung with Deſpight, and furious with Deſpair, 

She truck her trembiing Breatt, and tore her Hair. 

And ſhall the ungrateful Traitor go, ſhe ſaid, 

My Land forſaken, and my Love betray'd ? 

Shall we not arm, not ruſh from ev'ry Street, 85 


o follow, ſink, and burn his peijur'd Fleet? 
Haſte, haul my Gallies out, purſue the Foe : 


Ering flaming Brands, ſet Sail, and {witty row. 
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What have I ſaid? Where am I? Fury turns 
My Brain ; and my diſtemper'd Boſom burns. 855 
Then, when I gave my Perſon and my Throne, 

This Hate, this Rage, had been more timely ſhown, 
See now the promis'd Faith, the vaunted Name, 

The pious Man, who, ruſhing thro' the Flame, 
Preſerv'd his Gods, and to the Phrygian Shore 860 
'The Burden of his feeble Father bore ! 

J ſhou'd have torn him piece-meal ; ftrow'd in Floods 
His ſcatter'd Limbs, or left expos'd in Woods : 
Deſtroy'd his Friends and Son; and from the Fire 
Have ſet the reeking Boy before the Sire. 865 
Events are doubtful, which on Battle wait; 

Yet where's the doubt, to Souls ſecure of Fate! 

My Drian's, at their injur'd Queen's Command, 
Had toſs'd their Fires amid the Trojan Band: 

At once extinguiſh'd all the faithleſs Name; 870 
And I myſelf, in Vengeance of my Shame, 

Had fall'n upon the Pile to mend the Fun'ral Flame. 
Thou Sun, who view'ſt at once the World below, 
Thou Furo, guardian of the Nuptial Vow. 

Thou Hecar, hearken from thy dark Abodes; 87 


Ye Furies, Fiends, and violated Gods, 


Jn 


All Pow'rs invok'd with Dido's dying Breath, 


Attend her Curſes, and avenge her Death. 


It 
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If fo the Fates ordain, and J v commands, 

Th' ungrateful Wretch ſhou'd find the Latian Lands. 
Vet let a Race untam'd, and haughty Foes, 881 
His peaceful Entrance with dire Arms oppoſe; 
Oppreſs'd with Numbers in th' unequal Field, 

His Men diſcourag'd, and himſelf expell'd, 


Let him for Succour ſue from Place to Place, 


43 


vi 
WH 


Torn from his Subjects, and his Son's Embrace: 
Firſt let him ſee his Friends in Battle ſlain; ! 
And their untimely Fate lament in vain: 
And when, at length, the cruel War ſhall ceaſe ; bi 
On hard Conditions may he buy his Peace. 87 
Nor let him then enjoy ſupreme Command; 

But fall untimely, by ſome hoſtile Hand ; 

And lie unbury'd on the barren Sand. 

Theſe are my Pray'rs, and this my dying Will; 

And you, my Tyrians, ev'ry Curſe full, 
Perpetual Hate, and mortal Wars pre claim 


4 9 
Againſt the Prince, the People, and the Nar 


— I. + 


» 
1 


— 2 — 


Theſe grateful off rings on my Grave beſtow; 
Nor League, nor Love, the hottile Nations know: 


Now, and from hence ia ev'ry future Age, o 


— 
— * 


- 
0 


When Rage excites your Arms, and Strength ſupplies 


the Rage; 
Riſe ſome Avenger of our Libyan Blood, 


With Fire and Sword purſue the per jur'd Broo 


— 
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Our Arms, our Seas, our Shores oppos'd to theirs, 

And the ſame Hate deſcend on all our Heirs. 905 
This ſaid, within her anxious Mind ſhe weighs 

The Means of cutting ſhort her odious Days. 

Then to S:ch4u5' Nurſe ſhe briefly ſaid, 

(For when ſhe left her Country, hers was dead) 

Go Barce, cali my Siſter; let her Care 


10 
The ſolemn Rites of Sacrifice prepate: : 
The Sheep, and all the atoning Off rings bring, 
Sprinkling her Body from the Chryſtal Spring 
With living Drops: then let her come, and thou 
With ſacred Fillets bind thy hoary Brow. 915 


Thus will I pay my Vows to SH j,“U- Fowe; 
And end the Cares of my diſaſtrous Love. 
Then caſt the Trjau Image on the Fire; 
And as that Lurns, my Paſſion ſhall expire. 
The Nurſe moves onward, with officious Care, 920 
And all the ſpeed her aged Limbs can bear. 
But furious Dido, with dark Thoughts involv'd, 
Shook at the mighty Miſchict ſhe reſol, d. 
With livid Sport diſtinguiſli'd was her Face, 924 
Red were her rolling Eyes, and diſcompos'd ker Pace: 
Ghaſtly ſhe gaz d, wich Pain the drew her Breath, 
And Nature ſhiver'd at approaching Death. 


Then ſwiftly to the fatal Place ſhe paſs'd ; 


And mounts the Fun'ral Pile, with furious Haſte. 
Unſheaths 
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Unſheaths the Sword the Trojan left behind, 930 
(Not for ſo dire an Enterprize deſign'd.) 


But when ſhe view'd the Garments looſely ſpread 
Which once he wore, and ſaw the conſcious Bed. 
She paus'd, and, with a Sigh, the Robes embrac'd ; 
Then on the Couch, her trembling Body caſt, 935 
Repreſs'd the ready Tears, and ſpoke her laſt. 
Dear Pledges of my Love, while Heav'n ſo pleas'd, 
Receive a Soul, of mortal Anguiſh eas'd : 
My fatal Courſe is fmiſh'd, and I go 
A glorious Name, among the Ghoſts below. 940 
A lofty City by my Hands is rais'd; 
Pygmalion puniſh'd, and my Lord appeas'd. 
W hat cou'd my Fortune have afforded more, 
Had the falſe Trgan never touch'd my Shore? 
Then kiſs'd the Couch; and mult I die, ſhe ſaid; 945 
And unteveng'd ? 'tis doubly to be dead! 
Yet ev'n this Death with Pleaſure I receive; 
On any Terms, tis better than to live. 

mes, from far, may the falſe Trojan view; 
The boding Omens his bafe Flight purſue. - 950 
She ſaid, and truck Deep enter'd in her Side 
The piercing Steel, with reeking Purple dy'd: 
Clog'd in the Wound the cruel Weapon ſtands; 


Ie ſpouting Blood came ſtreaming on her Hands, 
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Her ſad Attendants ſaw the deadly Stroke, 955 
And with loud Cries the ſounding Palace ſhook. 
Diſtracted from the fatal Sight they fled; . 

And thro' the Town the diſmal Rumour ſpread, 

Firſt from the frighted Court, the Vell began, 
Redoubled thence from Houſe to Houſe it ran : 960 
The Grones of Men, with Shrieks, Laments, and Cries 
Of mixing Women, mount the vaulted Skies. 

Not leſs the Clamour, than it ancient Tyre, 

Or the new Carthage, ſet by Foes on Fire, 


The rolling Ruin, with their lov'd Abodes, 


\5 
Wi 


Involv'd the blazing Temples of their Gods. 

Her Siſter hears, and, furious with Deſpair, 

She beats her Breaſt, and rends her yellow Hair: 

Ard calling on Euza's Name aloud, 

Runs breathleſs to the Place, and breaks the Crowd. 
Was all that Pomp of Woe for this prepar'd, 971 
Theſe Fires, this Fun'ral Pile, theſe Altars rear'd ; 

Vas ail this Train of Plots contriv'd, ſaid ſhe, 

All only to deceive unhappy me:? 

Which is the worſt ? didſt thou in Death pretend 975 
To ſcorn thy Siſter, or delude thy Friend! 

Thy ſummon'd Sifter, and thy Friend had come; 
One Sword had ſerv'd us both, one common Tomb. 
Was I to raiſe the Pile, the Pow'rs invoke, 


Nat to be preſent at the fatal Stoke? 980 
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At once thou haſt deſtroy'd thyſelf and me; 

Thy Town, thy Senate, and thy Colony! 

Bring Water, bathe the Wound; while I in Death 

Lay cloſe my Lips to hers, and catch the flying Breath. 
This ſaid, ſhe mounts the Pile with eager Haſte; 985 
And in her Arms the gaſping Queen embrac'd : 

Her Temples chaf d; and her own Garments tore 

To ftanch the ſtreaming Blood, and cleanſe the Gore. 
Thrice Dido try'd to raiſe her drooping Head, 

And fainting thrice, fell grov'ling on the Bed. 990 
Thrice op'd her heavy Eyes, and ſaw the Light, 

But having found it, ſicken'd at the Sight; 

And clos'd her Lids at laſt, in endleſs Night. 

Then Juno, grieving that ſhe ſhou'd ſuſtain | 
A Death ſo lingring, and ſo full of Pain; 995 
Sent [ris down, to free her from the Strife 

Of lab'ring Nature, and diſſolve her Life. 

For fince ſhe dy'd, not doom'd by Heav'n's Decree, 

| Or her own Crime ; but buman Caſualty, 

And Rage of Love, that plung'd her in Deſpair, 1009 
The Siſters had not cut the topmoſt Hair, 

Which Praſerpine, and they ean only know; 

Nor made her ſacred to the Shades below. 

Downward the various Goddeſs took her Flight: 

And drew a thouſand Colours from the Light: 1005 
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Then ſtood above the dying Lover's Head, 

And ſaid, I thus devote thee to the Dead. 

This Off ring to th' infernal Gods I bear: 

Thus while ſhe ſpoke, ſhe cut the fatal Hair; 

The ſtruggling Soul was loos'd, and Life diſſolv'd in 
Air. | 1010 
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The ARGUMENT. 


Eneas /etting Sail from Aﬀrick, is driven by a Storm on 

the Coal of Sicily: Where he is hoſpitably receiv'd 
by h:is Friend Aceſtes, X. A1 * of the Iſland, and 
born of Trojan Parentage. He appl. os himſelf t9 cele- 
brate the Memory of his Father with divine Honours : 
And accordingly ir /7itutes Funeral Games, and appoints 
Prizes for thoſe who fhou d conquer in them. While the 
Ceremonies were performing, Juno ends Iris to per- 
ſuade the Trojan Women ts burn the Ships, who upon 
ber Inſtigation ſet fire to them, which burnt foar, and 
would have conjum d the re/t, had not Jupiter by a 
miraculous Shower extingu'/  d it. Upon this Eneas, 
by the Advice of one of bis Generals, aud à Viſn of 
bis Father, builds a City for the omen, eld Men, 
and others, who tere e ther unfit for War, or weary 
of the Voyage, and ſails for Italy: Venus procures of 
Neptune @ /afe age for bim and all his Men, ex- 
cep/ing only his Pilot Palinurus, wo was unforti- 
nale ly loft 0 

EAN time the Trjan cuts his wat'ry Way, 
Fix'd on his Voyage, thro' the curling Sea: 
Then, calling back his Eyes, with dire Amaze, 
Sees cn the Panic Shore the mounting Blaze. 
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The Cauſe unknown; yet his preſaging Mind, 5 
The Fate of Dido from the Fire divin'd: 

He knew the ſtormy Souls of Woman- kind: 

What ſecret Springs their eager Paſſions move, 

How capable of Death for injur'd Love. 

Dire Auguries from hence the Trejans draw; 10 
Till neither Fires, nor ſhining Shores they ſaw. 

Now Seas and Skies their Proſpect only bound; 

An empty Space above, a floating Field around. 


But ſoon the Heav'ns with Shadows were o'erſpread ; 


A ſwelling Cloud hung hov'ring o'er their Head: 15 | 


Livid it look'd, (the Threatning of a Storm ;) 

Then Night and Horror Ocean's Face deform. 

The Pilot, Palinurzs, cry'd aloud, 

What Guſts of Weather from that gath'ring Cloud 
My Thoughts preſage; ere yet the Tempeſt roars 20 
Stand to your Tackle, Mates, and ſtretch your Oars ; 
Contract your ſwelling Sails, and luff to Wind: 

The frighied Crew perform the Task aſſign d. 

Then, to his fearleſs Chief, Not Heav'n, ſaid he, 
Tho? Jove himſelf ſhou'd promiſe 1ra/y, 25 
Can ftem che Torrent of this ragirlg Sea. 

Mark how the ſhitting Winds from Wet ariſe, 

And what collected Night involves the Skies! 

Nor can our ſhaken Veſſels live at Sea, 

Much leſs againſt the Tempelt force their Way; 30 


"Tis Fate diverts our Courſe; and Fate we mult obey. 


— — — 
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Not far from hence, if I obſerv'd aright 
The ſouthing of the Stars, and Polar Light, 


Sicilia lies; whoſe hoſpitable Shores 
In Safety we may reach with ſtruggling Oars. 
| ZZEneas then reply'd, Too ſure I find, 
We ſtrive in vain againſt the Seas, and Wind: 


35 


Now ſhift your Sails: What Place can pleaſe me more 
Than what you promiſe, the Sicillan Shore; 
Whoſe hallow'd Earth A4nc5;//e;? Bones contains, 40 
And where a P:ince of Tran Lineage reigns ? 
| The Courſe reſolv'd, before the Weſtern Wind 
They ſcud amain ; and make the Port aſſign'd. 
Mean time Aceſle, from a lofty Stand, 
Beheld the Fleet deſcending on the Land; 45 
| And not unmindful of his ancient Race, 
Down from the Cliff he ran with eager Pace: 
| And held the Hero in a ſtrict Embrace, 
Of a rough Ly6/an Bear the Spoils he wore; 
And either Hand a pointed Jav'lin bore. 50 
His Mother was a Dame of Dar dan Blood; 
His Sire Crini/us, a Sicilian Flood; 
He welcomes his returning Friends aſhore 
With plenteous Country Cates, aud homely Store. 
Now, when the following Morn had chas'd away 55 
The fiying Stars, and Light reſtor'd the Day, 


Luca! 
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LE neas call'd the Trajan Troops around; 

And thus beſpoke them from a riſing Ground. 
Oftspring of Heav'n, divine Dardanian Race, 

The Sun revolving thro” th' Ethereal Space, CO 
The ſhining Circle of the Year has fill'd, 

Since firſt this Ifle my Father's Aſhes held: 

And now the riſing Day renews the Year, 

(A Day for ever ſad, for ever dear, 

This wou'd I celebrate with Annual Games, 65 
With Gifts on Altars pil'd, and holy Flames, 

Tho' baniſh'd to Gerulia's barren Sands, 

Caught on the Grecian Seas, or hoſtile Lands: 

But ſince this happy Storm our Fleet, has driv'n 

(Not as I deem, without the Will of Heav'n,) 70 
Upon theſe friendly Shores, and flow'ry Plains, 

Which hide Auchiſes, and his bleſt Remains; 

Let us with Joy perform his Honours due; 

And pray far proſp'rous Winds, our Voyage to renew. 
Pray, that in Towns, and Temples of our own, 75 
The Name of great Anchijes may be known; 

And yearly Games may ſpread the God's Renown. 

Our Sports, Ace/tes, of the Tran Race, 

With royal Gifts, ordain'd, is pleas'd to grace: 

Two Steers on ev'ry Ship the King beſtows ; 80 
His Gods and ours ſhall ſhare your equal Vows. 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, if nine Days hence, the roſy Morn 
Shall with unclouded Light the Skies adorn, 
That Day with ſolemn Sports I mean to grace; 
Light Gallies on the Seas ſhall run a wat' ry Race. 85g 
Some ſhall in Swiftneſs for the Goal contend, 
And others try the twanging Bow to bend : 
The Strong with iron Gauntlets arm'd ſhall ſtand, 
Oppos'd in Combat on the yellow Sand, 
Let all be preſent at the Games prepar d; 90 
And joyful Victors wait the juſt Reward, 
But now aſſiſt the Rites, with Garlands crown'd ; 
He ſaid, and firſt his Brows with Myrtle bound. 
Then He/ymus, by his Example led, 
And old Aceſtes, each adorn'd his Head; 95 
Thus, young Acanius, with a ſprightly Grace, 
His Temples ty'd, and all the Trojan Race. 

{ZE neas then advanc'd amidit the Train, 
By Thouſands follow'd thro' the flow'ry Plain, 
To great Anchiſe? Tomb: Which when he found, 10S 
He pour'd to Bacchus, on the hallow'd Ground, 
Two Bowls of ſparkling Wine, of Milk two more, 
And two from offer'd Bulls of purple Gore. 
With Roſes then the Sepulchre he ftrow'd ; 
And thus, his Father's Gaoſt beſpoke aloud. 105 
Hail, O ye holy Manes ; hail again 


Paternal Aſhes, now review'd in vain! 


The 
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The Gods permitted not, that you, with me, 

Shou'd reach the promis'd Shores of tay ; 
Or Tyber's Flood, what Flood foc'er it be. 110 
Scarce had he finiſh'd, when, with ſpeckled Pride, 

A Serpent from the Tomb began to glide; 

His hugy Bulk on ſev'n high Volumes roll'd ; 

Blue was his breadth of Back, but ſtreak'd with ſcaly Gold: 
Thus riding on his Curls, he ſeem'd to paſs 115 
A rolling Fire along; and finge the Graſs. 

More various Colours thro? his Body run, 

Than Tris when her Bow imbibes the Sun; 

Betwixt the rifing Altars, and around, 

The facred Monſter ſhot along the Ground ; 120 
With harmleſs Play amidſt the Bowls he paſs'd ; 

And with his lolling Tongue aſſay d the Taſte: 

Thus fed with holy Food, the wond'rous Gueſt 

Within the hollow Tomb retir'd to reſt. 


The pious Prince, ſurpris'd at what he view'd, 12 


— 1 


The Fun'ral Honours with more Zeal renew'd.: 
Doubtful if this the Place's Genius were, 

Or Guardian of his Father's Sepulchre. 

Five Sheep, according to the Rites, he flew ; 

As many Swine, and Steers of ſable Hue; 130 
New gen'rous Wine he from the Goblets pour'd, 

And call'd his Father's Ghoſt, from Hell reſtor' d. 


The 


[i l 


1 "Wi 


* 


* 


0 N 
f „ 5 
. | . 7 N 
, 4 4 4 * — * 1 ** 
0 th 8 4 
* 1 * * 
a q 
, : 
l 4 * . & . 5 . — \ 
: | 6 l . - 5 Tas 2 1 \ 
! — - - q - y #5 
— 
„ " SA * X 5 
1 p * 
. 


n 


o N 
Lo, Th 


- 


rr RW "ET. 


Ex. V. AN EIS. 279 


The glad Attendants in long Order come, 
Off ring their Gifts at great Auchiſe- Tomb; 
Some add more Oxen, ſome divide the Spoil, 135 
Some place the Chargers on the graſſy Soil; 
Some blow the Fires, and offer'd Entrails broil. 

Now came the Day defir'd ; the Skies were bright 
With roſy Luſtre of the rifing Light: 
The bord'ring People, rouz'd by ſounding Fame 140 
Of Tr:jan Feaſts, and great Aceſte“ Name; 
The crowded Shore with Acclamations fill, 
Part to behold, and part to prove their Skill. 
And firſt the Gifts in publick View they place, 144 
Green Laurel Wreaths, and Palm, (the Victor's Grace:) 
Within the Circle, Arms and Tripods lie; 
Ingots of Gold, and Silver, heap'd, on big; 
And Veſts embroider'd of the Tyrian dye. 
The Trumpet's Clangor then the Feaft proclaims ; 
And all prepare for their appointed Games. 150 
Four Gallies firſt which equal Rowers bear, 
Advancing, in the watry Liſts appear. 
The ſpeedy Doiphin, that outſtrips the Wind, 
Bore Mneftheus, Author of the Memmian Kind: 
Gyas, the vaſt Chimera's Bulk commands, 155 


Which riling like a tow'ring City ſtands ; 


Three 


280 in Ex. V. 


Three Trojans tug at ev'ry lab'ring Oar; 
Three Banks in three Degrees the Sailors bore; 
Beneath their ſturdy Strokes the Billows roar. 
Serge/ibus, who began the Sergian Race, 160 
In the great Centaur took the leading Place : 
Claantbus on the Sea- green Scylla ſtood ; 
From whom Cluentius draws his Trejan Blood. 

Far in the Sea, againſt the foaming Shore, 
There ſtands a Rock; the raging Billows roar 165 
Above his Head in Storms; but when tis clear, 
Uncurl their ridgy Backs, and at his Foot appear, 
In Peace below the gentle Waters run; 
The Cormorants above, lie baſking in the Sun. 
On this the Hero fix d an Oak in fight, -. I 
The Mark to guide the Mariners aright. 
To bear with this, the Seamen ſtretch their Oars ; 


Then round the Rock they ſteer, and ſeek the formerShores. 


The Lots decide their Place; above the ref}, 
Each Leader ſhining in his Brian Veſt : 3 "78 
The common Crew, with Wreaths of Poplar Boughs 


Their Temples crown, and ſhade their ſweaty Brows, 
Beſmear d with Oil, their naked Shoulders ſhine; 


All take their Seats, and wait the ſounding Sign, 


They gripe their Oars, and ev'ry panting Breaſt 180 


Is rais'd by turns with Hope, by turns with Fear depreſs'd 
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The Clangor of the Trumpet gives the Sign; 


At once they ſtart, advancing in a Line: 

With Shouts the Sailors rend the ftarry Skies ; | 

Laſh'd with their Oars, the ſmoky Billows riſe; 185 

Sparkles the briny Main, and the vex'd Ocean fries. 

Exact in time, with equal Strokes they row ; 

At once the bruſhing Oars, and brazen Prow 

Daſh up the ſandy Waves, and ope the Depths below: 

Not fiery Courſers, in a Chariot Race, 190 

Invade the Field with half fo ſwiſt a Pace. 

Not the fierce Driver with more Fury lends 

The ſounding Laſh ; and, ere the Stroke deſcends, 

Low to the Wheels his pliant Body bends. 

The partial Crowd their Hopes and Fears divide; 195 

Ard aid, with eager Shouts, the favour'd Side, 

Cries, Murmurs, Clamours, with a mixing Sou nd, 

From Woods to Woods, from Hills to Hills rebou d. 
Amidſt the loud Applauſes of the Shore, 

Gyas ©utſtrip'd the reſt, and ſprung before; 200 

Cleantbus, better mann'd, purſu'd him faſt; 

But his o'er-maſted Galley check'd his Haſte. 

The Centaur, and the Dolphin bruſh the Brine 

With equal Oars advancing in a Line: 

And now the mighty Centaur ſeems to lead 20> 


And now the ſpeedy Dolphin gets a-head : 


y | Now 
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Now Board to Board the rival Veſſels row; 

The Billows lave the Skies, and Ocean grones below. 
They reach'd the Mark; proud Gyas and his Train, 
In Triumph rode the Victors of the Main: 

But ſteering round, he charg'd his Pilot ſtand 

More cloſe to Shore, and ſkim along the Sand. 


Let others bear to Sea. Menætes heard, 


210 


But ſecret Shelves too cautiouſly he fear'd: 

And fearing, ſought the Deep; and ſtill aloof he ſteer'd. 

With louder Cries the Captain call'd again; 216 

Bear to the rocky Shore, and ſhun the Main. 

He ſpoke, and ſpeaking at his Stern he ſaw 

The bold Cloanthus near the Shelvings draw; 

Betwixt the Mark and him the Scy//a ſtood, 220 

And in a cloſer Compaſs plow'd the Flood, 

He paſs'd the Mark; and wheeling got before; 

Gyas blaſphem'd the Gods, devoutly ſwore, 

Cry'd out for Anger, and his Hair he tore. 

Mindleſs of others Lives, (ſo high was grown 225 

His riſing Rage) and careleſs of his own, 

The trembling Dctard to the Deck he drew, 

And hoiſted up, and over-board he threw : 

This done he ſeiz'd the Helm; his Fellows cheer'd ; 

Turn'd ſhort upon the Shelfs, and madly ſteer' d. 230 

Hardly his Head, the plunging Pilot rears, 

Clogg'd with his Clothes, and cumber'd with his Years : 

Now 
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Now dropping wet, he climbs the Cliff with Pain; 

The Crowd that ſaw him fall, and float again, 

Shout from the diſtant Shore; and loudly laught, 235 
To ſee his heaving Breaſt diſgorge the briny Draught. 
The following Centaur, and the Dolphin's Crew, 

Their vaniſh'd Hopes of Victory renew ; 

While Gas lags, they kindle in the Race, 

To reach the Mark; Sergeftbus takes the place: 240 
Ancftheus purſues; and while around they wind, 

Comes up, not half his Gally's Length behind. 

Then, on the Deck amidit his Mates appear'd, 

And thus their drooping Courages he chear'd. 

My Friends, and Hector's Followers heretofore; 245 
Exert your Vigour, tug the lab'ring Oar ; 

Stretch to your Strokes, my {till unconquer'd Crew, 
Whom from the flaming Walls of Trey I drew. 

In this, our common Int'reſt, let me find 249 
That Strength of Hand, that Courage of the Mind, 
As when you ſtem'd the ftrong Malæan Flood, 

And o'er the Syries broken Billows row'd. 

leck not now the foremoſt Palm to gain; 

Tho' yet—But ah, that haughty wilh is vain! 


Let thoie enjoy it whom the Gods ordain, 2 


Wn 
31 


But to be laſt, the Lags of all the Race, 


Redeem yourſelves and me from that Diſgrace. 


Now 
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Now one and all, they tug amain ; they row 
At the full Stretch, and ſhake the brazen Prow. 
The Sea beneath em links; their lab'ring Sides 260 
Are ſwell'd, and Sweat run gutt'ring down in Tides, 
Chance aids their Daring with unhop'd Succeſs ; 
Serge/thus, eager with his Beak, to preſs 

Betwixt the rival Gally and the Rock; 

Shuts up th' unwieldy Centaur in the Lock. 265 
The Veſſel ſtruck, and with the dreadful Shock 

Her Oars ſhe ſhiver'd, and her Head ſhe broke. 

The trembling Rowers from their Banks ariſe, 

And, anxious for themſelves, renounce the Prize. 

With iron Poles they heave her off the Shores 270 
And gather, from the Sea, their floating Oars. 

The Crew of Maeſibeus, with elated Minds, 

Urge their Succels, and call the willing Winds : 

'Then ply thei» Vars, and cut their liquid Way, 

n larger Compaſs on the roemy Sca. 27 


— ” PS ). e Fer rOCRY i 6.9 fe rſakes, 


* 2 * 


Rouz d in a Fring ht, her fo ROWE Wing 
The Cavern Chi WALK Clatt zung Out ſhe ies; 
And leaves her callow Care, and cleaves the Skies 
At firſt ſhe fluiters ; but at length ſhe ſprings 230 
To ſmoother Flight, and ſhoots upon ner Wings : 


So Mneſtheus in the Dolphin cuts the dea, 


And flying with a Force, that Force afſiſls his Way. 
| Serge/ihus 


| 
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Sergefthus in the Centaur ſoon he paſs'd, 

Wedg'd in the rocky Shoals, and ſtick ing faſt. 283 
In vain the Victor he with Cries implores, 

And practiſes to row with ſhatter'd Oars. 

Then Mne/theus bears with Gyas, and out-flies: 

The Ship without a Pilot yields the Prize. 
Unvanquiſh'd Scy//a now alone remains; 290 
Her he purſues; and all his Vigour ſtrains. 

Shouts from the fav'ring Multitude ariſe, 

Applauding Echo to the Shouts replies; 

Shouts, Wiſhes, and Applauſe run ratling thro' the Skies. 
Theſe Clamours with Diſdain the Scy//a heard; 295 
Much grudg'd the Praiſe, but more the rob'd Reward: 
Reſolv'd to hold their own, they mend their Pace; 

All obitinate to die, or gain the Race, 

Rais'd with Succeſs, the Dolphin ſwiftly ran, 

(For they can conquer who believe they can :) 309 
Both urge their Oars, and Fortune both ſupplies 

And both perhaps had ſhar'd an equal Prize; 

When to the Seas Cloanthus holds his Hands, 

And Succour from the wat'ry Pow'rs demands: 

Gods of the liquid Realms, on Which I row, 305 

If giv'n by you, the Laurel bind my Brow, 

Amtiit to make me guilty of my Vow, 

A Snow-white Bull ſhall on your Shore be ſlain, 


His offer'd Entrails cat into the Main: 


Ard 
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And ruddy Wine from golden Goblets thrown, 
Your graceful Gift, and my Return ſhall own. 
The Quire of Nymphs, and Phorcus from below, 
With Virgin Panopea, heard his Vow ; 

And old Partunos, with his Breadth of Hand, 
Puſh'd on, and ſped the Gally to the Land. 
Swift as a Shaft, or winged Wind, ſhe flies; 

| Ard darting to the Port, obtains the Prize. 

The Herald ſummons all, and then proclaims 


Clanthus Conqu'ror of the Naval Games. 


The Prince with Laurel crowns the Victor's Head, 


And three fat Steers are to his Veſſel led; 

The Ship's Reward : with gen'rous Wine beſide 
And Sums of Silver, which the Crew divide. 
The Leader's are diſtinguiſh'd from the reft ; 
The Victor honour'd with a nobler Veſt : 
Where Gold and Purple ſtrive in equal Rows; 
And Needle-work its happy Coſt beſtows. 
There, Ganymede is wrought with living Art, 
Chaſing thro” Ida's Groves the trembling Hart; 
Breathleſs he ſeems, yet eager to purſue : 
When from aloft deſcends, in open View, 

The Bird cf Je; and ſouſing on his Prey, 
With crooked Tallons bears the Boy away. 


In vain, wich lifted Hands, and gazing Eyes, 


319 


315 
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323 


339 


His Guards belold him ſoaring thro" the Skies; 335 


And Dogs purſue his Flight, with imitated Cries, 


Wn 
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Mueſi heus the ſecond Victor was declar'd; 


And ſummon'd there, the ſecond Prize he ſhar'd. - 
A Coat of Mail, which brave Demolexs bore ; 

More brave Zneas from his Shoulders tore; 3 q 

In ſingle Combat on the Trojan Shore. 


This was ordain'd for Mreſtheus to poſſeſs ; 

In War for his Defence; for Ornament in Peace. 
Rich was the Gift, and glorious to behold ; 

But yet ſo pondrous with its Plates of Gold, 345 
That ſcarce two Servants cou'd the Weight ſuſtain; 
Yet loaded thus, Demoleus o'er the Plain 

Purſu'd, and lightly ſeiz'd the Trojan Train. 

The Third ſucceeding to the laſt Reward, 

Two goodly Bowls of maſly Silver ſhar'd ; 350 
With Figures prominent, and richly wrought 

And two braſs Caldrons from Dodona brought. 


Thus, all rewarded by the Hero's Hands, 


Their conqu'ring Temples bound with purple Bands. 
And now Sergeſtbus, clearing from the Rock, 
Brought back his Gally ſhatter'd with the Shock. 
Forlorn ſhe look'd, without an aiding Oar; 

And hooted by the Vulgar, made to Shore, 

As when a Snake, ſurpriz'd upon the Road, 

Is cruſh'd athwart her Body by the Load 

Of heavy Wheels; or with a mortal Wound 
Her Belly bruis'd, and trodden to the Ground: 


335 


360 
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In vain, with looſen'd Curls, ſhe crawls along, 

Yet fierce above, ſhe brandiſhes her Tongue: 

Glares with her Eyes, and briſtles with her Scales, 36; 
But groveling in the Duſt, her Parts unſound ſhe trails, 
So ſlowly to the Port the Certaur tends, 


But what ſhe wants in Oars with Sails amends : 
Yet for his Gally ſav'd, the greatful Prince, 


Is pleas'd th' unhappy Chief to recompence. 379 
Pholoe, the Cretan Slave, rewards his Care, 
Beauteous herſelf, with lovely Twins, as fair. 

From thence his Way the Træjan Hero bent, 
Into the neighb'ring Plain, with Mountains pent ; 
Whoſe Sides were ſhaded with ſurrounding Wood: 3 


Full in the midſt of this fair Valley Rood 
A native Theatre, which riſing flow, 


SJ 
1 


By juſt Degrees, o'erlook'd the Ground below. 

High on a Sylvan Throne the Leader fate 

A num'rous Train attend in ſolemn State; 380 
Here thoſe, that in the rapid Courſe delight, 

Deſire of Honour, and the Prize invite. 

The rival Runners withoat Order ſtand; 


The Trojans, mix'd wich the Sicillan Band. 


WY 


Firſt N:/us, with Euryalus, appears, 38 
Euryalus a Boy of blooming Years ; 

With ſprightly Grace, and equal Beauty crown'd : 
Niſas, for Friendſhip to the Youth, renown'd. 


Dio es, 
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Dieres, next, of Priam's royal Race, 
Then Saltaus, join'd with Patron, took their Place: 359 
Put Patron in Arcadia had his Birth, 
And Salius his, from Acarnanian Earth. 
Then two S:c:/ian Youths, the Names of theſe 
Swift Helzmus, and lovely Panopes - 
Both jolly 1 both in Foreſt bred, 395 
And owning old Acces for their Head. 
With ſev'ral others of ignobler Name, 
hom Time has not deliver'd o'er to Fame. 
To theſe the Hero thus his Thoughts explain'd, 
In Words, which gen'ral Approbation gain'd. 400 


} 


One common Largels is for all deſign'd: 
e Vanquiſh'd and the Victor ſhall be join'd. 
Ino Darts of ape Im and Gne/iaz Wood, 


A ver ſt udded AX * 411 be ſlou . 
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With beating Hearts th' expected Sign receive, 

And ſtarting all at once, the Barrier leave. 415 

Spread out, as on the winged Winds, they flew, 

And ſeiz'd the diſtant Goal with greedy View. 

Shot from the Crowd, ſwift Nz/as all o'er-paſs'd ; 

Nor Storms, nor 7 hunder, equal half his Haſte. 

The next, but tho” the next, yet far diſ-join'd, 420 

Came Sai'us, and Euryalus behind; 

Then He/ymus, whom young Diores ply'd, 

Step after Step, and almoſt Side by Side: 

His Shoulders preſſing, and in longer Space, 

Had won, or left at leaſt a dubious Race. 425 
Now ſpent, the Goal they almoſt reach at laſt; 

When eager Niſus, hapleſs in his Haſte, 

Slipp'd firſt, and ſlipping, fell upon the Plain, 

Soak'd with the Blood of Oxen, newly ſlain : 

The carelefs Victor had not mark'd his Way; 430 

But treading where the treacherous Puddle lay, 

His Heels flew up; and on the graſſy Floor 

He fell, beſmear'd with Filth, and holy Gore. 

Not mindleſs then, Euryalus, of thee, 

Nor of the ſacred Bonds of Amity ; 435 

He ſtrove th' immediate Rival's Hope to croſs ; 

And caught the Foot of Saizzs as he rote ; 


So Salius lay extended on the Plain; 


2 3 3 
Zuryalus ſprings out, the Prize to gain; 
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And leaves the Crowd; applauding Peals attend 


291 


440 


The Victor to the Goal, who vanquiſh'd by his Friend. 


Next Helymus, and then Drores came, 
By two Misfortunes made the third in Fame. 


But Sa/irs enters; and, exclaiming loud 


For Juſtice, deafens, and diſturbs the Crowd : 


Urges his Cauſe may in the Court be heard ; 
And pleads the Prize is v rongfully conferr'd, 
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In falling, both an equal Fortune try'd; 

Wou'd Fortune for my Fall ſo well provide! 

With this he pointed to his Face, and ſhow'd 

His Hands, and all his Habit ſmear'd with Blood. 

TH' indulgent Father of the People ſmil'd; 470 

And caus'd to be produc'd an ample Shield; 

Of wond'rous Art by Dia macn wrought, 

Long fince from Neptune's Bars in Triumph brought. 

This giv'n to Nu; he divides the reſt ; 

And equal Juſtice, in his Gifts, expreſs'd. 475 

The Race thus ended, and Rewards beſtow'd; 

Once more the Prince beſpeaks th' attentive Crowd, 

If there be here, whoſe dauntleſs Courage dare 

In Gauntlet fight, with Limbs and Body bate, 

His Oppoſite ſuſtain in open View. 430 

Stand forth the Champion; and the Games renew, 

Two Prizes I propoſe, and thus divide, 

A Bull with gilded Horns, and Fillets ty'd, 

Shall be the Portion of the conqu'ring Chief: 

A ſword and Helm ſhall chear the Loſer's G::ef. 8 
Then haughty Dares in the Liſts appears; 

Stalking he ſtrides, his Head erected bears: 

His nervous Arms the weighty Gauntlet wield ; 

And loud Applauſes echo thro' the Field, 

Dares alone, in Combat us'd to Hand 490 


The Match of mighty Paris hand to hand; 
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The fame, at Hecher's Fun'rals un lertook 

Gigantick Brutes, of th' Amician Stock; 

And by the Stroke of his reſiftleſs Hand, 

Stretch'd the vaſt Bulk upon the yellow Sand. 495 

Such Dares was; and ſuch he ſtrod along, 

And drew the Wonder of the gazing Throng. 

His brawny Back, and ample Breaſt he ſhows; 

His lifted Arms around his Head he throws; 

And deals, in whiſtling Air, his empty Blows. 

His Match is ſought ; but thro” the trembling Band, 

Not one dares anſwer to the proud Demand. 

Preſuming of his Force, with ſparkling Eyes, 

Already he devours the prom is'd Prize. 

He claims the Bull with awlefs Infolence ; 505 

And having ſeiz'd his Horns, accoſts the Prince, 

If none my matchleſs Valour dares oppoſe, 

How long ſhall Dares wait his daſtard Foes ? 

Permit me, Chief, permit without Delay, 

To lead this uncontended Gift away. | 510 

The Crowd aſſents; and, with redoubled 2 

For the proud Challenger demands the Pr 
Areſtes, fir d with juſt Diſdain, to ſee 

The Palm ufurp'd wichout a Victory; 

Reproach'd Extellus thus, who ſate beſide, 


And heard, and ſaw unmov'd, the Trias“ Pride 
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Once, But in vain, a Champion of Renown, 


So tamely can you bear the raviſh'd Crown? 
A Prize in Triumph, born before your Sight, 


And ſhun for fear the Danger oi the Fight ? 
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Where is our £ryx now, tne boaſted Name, 


The God who taught your thund'riag Arm the Game; 
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Cf tough Bulls tides; the S pace within is ſpread 
Wich Iron, or with Loads of heavy Lead. 540 
Dares himſelf was daunted at the Sight, 


Renounc'd his Challenge, and refus'd to fight. 
Aftoniſt: 
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Aſtoniſn'd at their Weight the Hero ſtands, 
And pois'd the pond'rous Engines in his Hands, 
What had your Wonder, ſaid Extellus, been, 545 
Had you the Gauntlets of 4/c:4e5 ſeen, 
Or view'd the ſtern Debate on this unhappy Green ! 
Theſe which I bear, your Brother E-;x bore, 
till mark'd with batter'd Brains, and mingled Gore. 
With theſe he long ſuſtain'd th“ Herculean Arm; 550 
And theſe I wielded while my Blood was warm : 
This languiſh'd Frame, while better Spirits fed, 
Ere Age unſtrung my Nerves,or Time o'er ſnow'dmy Head. 
But if the Challenger theſe Arms refuſe, 
And cannot wield their Weight, or dare not uſe; 555 
If great Zneas, and Aceſtes join 
In his Requeſt, theſe Gauntlets I reſign : 
Let us with equal Arms perform the Fight, 
And let him leave to Fear, ſince I reſign my Right. 
This ſaid, Extellus for the Strife prepares; 560 
Strip'd of his quilted Coat, his Body bares: 
Compos'd of mighty Bones and Brawn, he ſtands, 
A goodly tow'ring Object on the Sands. 
Then juſt -Zreas equal Arms fupply'd, 
Which round their Shoulders to their Wriſts they ty'd. 
Both on the Tiptoe ſtand, at full Extent, 559 


Their Arms aloft, their Bodies inly bent; 
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Their Heads from aiming Blows they bear afar ; 


With claſhing Gauntlets then provoke the War, 


One on his Youth and pliant Limbs relies; 


578 
One on bis Sinews, and his Giant Size. 
The laſt is ſtiff with Age, his Motion flow, 
He heaves for Breath ; he ſtag gers to and fro: l 


And Clouds of iſſuing Smoke his Noftrils loudly blow. 
Yet equal in Succeſs, they ward, they ſtrike; $2.5 
Their Ways are diff*rent, but their Art alike, 

Before, behind, the Blows are dealt; around 

Their hollow Sides the ratth19 Thumps reſound. 

A Storm of Strokes, well meant, with Fury flies, 


And errs about their Temples, Ears, and Eyes. 
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Nor always errs; for oft the (Gauntlet draws 

A ſweeping Stroke, along the crackling Jaws. 

Heavy with Age, Ertellus ſtands his Ground, 

But with his warping Body wards the Wound, 

His Hand and watchful Eye keep even pace; 585 
While Dares traverſes, and ſhifts his Place. 

And hke a Captain, who beleaguers rgund 

Same flrono-ouitt Caſtle, on a riſing Ground, 

Views all th'Approaches with obſerving Eyes, 


This, and that other Part, in vain he tries; 590 


And more on Induſtry, than Force relies: 
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With Hands on high, Zxze/lus threats the Foe; 
But Dares watch'd the Motion from below, 
And ſlip'd aſide, and ſhun'd the long deſcending Blow. 


Entellus waſtes his Forces on the Wind; 
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595 
And thus deluded of the Stroke deſign'd, 
Headlong, and heavy fell: his ample Breaſt, 
And weighty Limbs, his ancient Mother pre sd. 
So falls a hollow Pine, that long had ſtood 
On 1aa's Height, or Erymanthu,” Vood, 600 


Torn from the Roots: the diff” ring Nations riſe, 

And Shouts, and mingled Murmurs, rend the Skies. 
Aceſtes runs, with eager Haſte, to raiſe, 

The fall'n Companion of his youthful Days: 

Dauntleſs he roſe, and to the Fight return'd : 605 
WithShame his glowing Cheeks, his Eyes with Fury burn'd. 
Diſdain, and conſcious Virtue fir'd his Breaſt; 

And with redoubled Force his Vc he preſs'd. 

He lays on Load with either Hand, amain, 

And headlong drives the Træjan ver the Plain. 610 
Nor ſtops, nor ſtays; nor Reſt, nor Breath allows, 

But Storms of Strokes deſcend about his Brows ; 

A rattling Tempeſt, and a Hail of Blo a 
But now the Prince, who ſaw the wiki: Increaſe 3 | 
Of Wounds, commands the Combatants to cealc : 


4 


„ Winds, -and bids the Feacn.- 1 
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Firſt to the Trejan, ſpent with Toil, he came, 

And ſooth'd his Sorrow for the ſuffer'd Shame. 

What Fury ſeiz'd my Friend ? the Gods, faid he, 

To him propitious, and averſe to thee, 

Have giv'n his Arm ſuperior Force to thine ; 620 
Tis Madneſs to contend with Strength divine. 

The Gauntlet Fight thus ended, from the Shore 


His faithful Friends unhappy Dares bore : 


His Mouth and Noitrils pour'd a purple Flood; G25 
And rounded Teeth came ruſhing with his Blood. 
Faintly he ftagger'd thro” the hiſſing Throng ; 

And hung his Head ard trail'd his Legs along. 

The Sword and Caſque are carry'd by his Train; 

But with his Foe the Palm and Ox remain. 6 1 


The Champion, then, before ua, came, 
Proud of his Prize ; but prouder of his Fame ; 
© Godieſs born, and you Dardanian Hoft, 
Mark with Attention, and forgive my Boatt : 
Learn what I was, by what remains; and know 6: 
From what impending Fate, you ſav'd my Foe. 
Sternly he ſpcke; and then confronts che Bull; ? 
And on his ample Forehead, aiming full, ; 
The deadly Stroke deſcending, pierc'd the Skull. \ 
Down drops qe Beaſt; nor needs a Second Wound; 64 


Bus ſprawls in Pangs of Death, and ſpurns the Ground. 


Then, 
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Then, thus: In Dares ſtead I offer this; 

Eryx, accept a nobler Sacrifice: 

Take the laſt Gift my wither'd Arms can yield, 

Thy Guantlets I reſign; and here renounce the Field. 
This done, /Zneas orders, for the cloſe, 646 

The Strife of Archers, with contending Bows. 

The Maſt, Serge/t5us” ſhatter'd Gally bore, 

With his own Hands, he raiſes on the Shore: 

A flutt' ring Dove upon the Top they tie, 650 

The living Mark at which their Arrows fly. 

The rival Archers in a Line advance; 

Their Turn of Shooting to receive from Chance. 

A Helmet holds their Names : The Lots are drawn, 

On the firſt Scroll was read Zppocoon : 


* 1. 


The Perple ſhout; upon the next was found 


655 


Young Mneftheus, late with naval Honours crown'd: 
The third contain'd Eury/i2n's noble Name, 

Thy Brother, Pandarus, and next in Fame: 

Whom Pallas urg'd the Treaty to confound, 660 
And fend among the Greets a teather'd Wound. 

Aceſies in the bottom laſt, remain'd; 

Whom not his Age from youthful Sports reſtrain'd. 
Soon all with Vigour bend their truity Bows, 

And from the Quiver each his Arrow choſe ; 665 
Fi: goccon's was the firſt : with forceful Sway 
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Fix'd in the Maſt the feather'd Weapon ſtands, 
The fearful Pigeon flutters in her Bands; 

And the Tree trembled: and the ſhouting Cries 
Of the pleas'd People, rend the vaulted Skies. 
Then Aneftheus to the Head his Arrow drove, 
V. ith lifted Eyes, and took his Aim above; 
But made a glancing Shot, and mils'd the Dove. 
Yet miſs'd fo narrow, that he cut the Cord 
Which falten'd, by the Foot, the fitting Bird. | 
The Captive thus releas'd, away ſhe flies, 

And beats with clapping Wings, the yieldin 
His Bow already bent, Eury!ion ood, 


And having firfl invok'd his Brother God, 


The fatal Meflage rench'd her as ſhe fled: 


"lh « » ! | ＋ 1 . * n | % 1 % 
She leaves her Lite alokt, hne KI::<S8S the Ground 


, 
Ard renders back the Weapon in the Wound. 
Acer/lzs eradging at his Lot, remains, 685 
Without a Prize to gratify his Pains, 
Yet ſhooting upward, ſends his Shaft, to ſhow 
An Archer's Art, anc boaſt his twanging Bow. 
The ſeather'd Arrow gave a dire Portent: 
And latter Augures judge from this Event. 698 
Chaf'd by the Speed, it fir'd; and as it flew, 
A Trail of foi!'ewing Flames, aſcending drew: 
Kindling 
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Kindling they mount; and mark the ſhiny Way; 
Acroſs the Skies as falling Meteors play, 

And vaniſh into Wind; or in a Blaze decay. 695 
The Trojans and Sicilians wildly ſtare: 

And trembling, turn their Wonder into Pray'r. 

The Dardan Prince put on a ſmiling Face, 

And ſtrain'd Aceſtes with a cloſe Embrace: 

Then hon'ring him with Gifts above tlie reſt, 700 
Turn'd the bad Omen, nor his Fears confeſs'd. 

The Gods, ſaid he, this Miracle have wrought ; 

And order'd you the Prize without the Lot. 
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Accept this Goblet rough with figur'd Gold, 


Which Thracian Ciſeus gave my Sire of old: 705 
This Pledge of ancient Amity receive, 
Which to my ſecond Sire I juſtly give. 


He ſaid, and with the Trumpets chearful Sound, 
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Proclaim'd him Victor, and with Laurel crown'd. 
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Nor good Eurytian envy'd him the Prize; 710 


„ 


Tho' he transfix'd the Pigeon in the Skies. 
Who cut the Line, with ſecond Gifts was grac'd; 


The third was his, whoſe Arrow pierc'd the Maſt. 
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The Chief, before the Games were wholly done, 
Call'd Periphantes, Tutor to his Son ; 

And whiſper'd thus; with ſpeed Aſcanius find, 
And if his childiſh Troop be ready join'd, 
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On Horſe- back let him grace his Grandfire's Day; 

And lead his Equals arm'd in juſt Array. 

He ſaid, and calling out, the Cirque he clears: 720 

The Crowd withdrawn, an open Plain appears. 

And now the noble Youths, of Form divine, 

Advance before their Fathers, in a Line: 

TheRiders grace theSteeds; the Steeds with Glory ſhine. 
Thus marching on, in military Pride, 725 

Shouts of Applauſe reſound from Side to Side. 

Their Caſques, adorn'd with Laurel Wreaths, they wear, 

Each brandiſhing aloft a Cornel Spear. 

Some at their Backs their gilded Quivers bore ; 

Their Chains of burniſt'd Gold hung down before; 730 

Three graceful Troops they form'd upon the Green; 

Three graceful Leaders at their Head were ſeen ; 

Twelve follow'd ev'ry Chief, and left a Space between. 

The firſt young Priam led; a lovely Boy, 

Whoſe Grandſire was th' unhappy King of Troy: 775 

His Race in- After times was known to Fame, 

New Honours adding to the Lartian Name; 

And well the royal Boy his Thracian Steed became. 

White were the Fetlocks of his Feet before; 


And on his Front a ſnowy Star he bore: 


— 
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Then beauteous 40%, with Lalus bred, 


Of equal Age the ſecond Squadron led. 


ene * | ds 10 WE 
| | Br, 1B 
* N 
| 0 lh ll 0 
MW SATIN © 
1 b 
ee 5 
TWIT j I 
03 0 [ 
l| ll | ll | ll 2 
Mil; ' 
WING Il! 109 ll 
e 
ll | * | 
| | lj | | 
1000 | 
IN MAIN $ 
| | | | | N 
ll 


ten 


— nm on 


O41 


— — — — 
—— — — 


— — — 


KEN. V. ENEIVS. 


The laſt in Order, but the firſt in Place, 


Firſt in the lovely Features of his Face, 
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Rode fair 4/canius on a fiery Steed, 745 
Queen Dido's Gift, and of the 7yrian Breed. 
Sure Courſers for the reſt the King ordains; 
With golden Bitts adorn'd, and purple Reins. 
The pleas'd Spectators Peals of Shouts renew; 
And all the Parents in the Children view: 750 
Their Make, their Motions, and their ſprightly Grace: 
And Hopes and Fears alternate in their Face. 
Th' unfledg'd Commanders, and their martial Train, 
Firſt make the Circuit of the ſandy Plain 
Around their Sires : And at th' appointed Sign, 765 
Drawn up in beauteous Order form a Line. 
The ſecond Signal ſounds : The Troop divides, 
In three diſtinguiſh'd Parts, with three diſtinguiſn'd Guides. 
Again they cl le, and once again Ciſ-join, 
In Troop to Troop oppos'd, and Line to Line. 760 
They meet, they wheel, they throw their Darts afar 
With harmleis Rage, and well diſſembled War. 
Then in a round the mingled Bodies run; 
Flying they follow, and purſuing ſhun. 
Broken they break, and rally ing, they renew 765 
In other Forms the Military ſhew. 
At laſt, in Order, undiſcern'd they join; 
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And, as the Cretan Labyrinth of old, 

Wich wand'ring Ways, and many a winding Fold, 770 
Involv'd the weary Feet, without Redreſs, 

In a round Error, which deny'd Receſs ; 

So fought the Tran Boys in warlike Play, 
Turn'd, and return'd, and ſtill a diff'rent Way. 
Thus Dolphins, in the Deep, each other chaſe, 775 
In Circles, when they ſwim around the wat'ry Race, 
This Game, theſe Carouſals A/canius taught 

And, building Alba, to the Latin; brought. 

Shew'd what he learn'd: The Latzn Sires impart, 
To their ſucceeding Sons, the graceful Art: 789 
From theſe imperial Rome receiv'd the Game; 

Which To, the Youths the Trojan Troop, they name. 
Thus far the ſacred Sports they celebrate : 

But Fortune ſoon reſum'd her ancient Hate. 


For while they pay the Dead his annual Dues, 78 


WI 


Thoſe envy'd Rites Saturnian Funo views; 

And ſends the Goddeſs of the various Bow, 
Totry new Methods of Revenge below : 

Supplies the Winds to wing her airy Way; 

W here in the Port ſecure the Navy lay. 

Swiftly fair [ris down her Arch deſcends ; 

Ard undiicern'd her fatal Vo) age ends. 

Ihe ſaw the gath'riog Croud; and gliding thence, 


The deſart Shore, and Fleet without Defence. 
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The Tr:an Matrons on the Sands alone, 795 
With Sighs and Tears, Auchiſes Death bemoan. 

Then, turning to the Sea their weeping Eyes, 

Their Pity to themſelves, renews their Cries, 

Alas! fail one, what Oceans yet remain 

For us to fail; what Labours to ſuſtain '! 8c 
All take the Word; and with a gen'ral Grone, 
Implore the Gods for Peace; and Places of heir own, 
The Goddeſs, great in Miſchief, views their Pains ; 

And in a Woman's Form her heav'nly Limbs reſtrains. 
In Face and Shape, old Berce ſhe became, 805 
Dericlus' Wife, a venerable Dame; 

Once bleſs'd with Riches, and a Mother's Name. 

Thus chang'd, amidſt the crying Crowd ſhe ran, 

NMix'd with the Matrons, and theſe Words began, 

O wretched We, whom not the Grec:an Pow'r, 810 
Nor Flames deftroy'd, in Tr:y's unhappy Hour! 

O wretched We, reſerv'd by cruel Fate, 

Beyond the Ruins of the Sinking State! 

Now e ſev'n revolving Years are wholly run, 

Since this improſp'rous Voyage we begun: 815 
Since toſs'd from Shores to Shores, from Lands to Lands, 
Inhoſpitable Rocks and barren Sands; | 
Wand'ring in Exile, through the ſtormy Sea, 


We ſearch in vain for flying La). 


Now 
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Now eaſt 5y Fortune on this kindred Land, 32 


What ſhou'd our Reſt, and riſing Walls withſtand ; 
Or hinder here to fix our baniſh'd Band? 

O, Country loſt, and God's redeem'd in vain, 

If fill in endleſs Exile we remain 

Snall we no more the Tran Walls renew, 

Or Streams of ſome diſſembled Simi view 

Haſte, join with me, th unhappy Fleet conſume: 
Caſſanara bids, and I declare ber Doom. 


In Sleep I ſaw her; ſhe ſupply'd my Hands, 


(For this I more than dreamt) with flaming Brands: 


With theſe, ſaid ſhe, theſe wand'ring Ships deſtroy 
Theſe are your fatal Seats, and this your Troy. 
Time calls you now, the precious Hour employ. 
Slack not the good Preſage, while Heav'n inſpires 
Our Minds to dare, and gives the ready Fires, 

See Neprune's Altars miniſter their Brands; 

The God is pleas' d; the God ſupplies our Hands. 
Then, from the Pile, a flaming Fir ſhe drew, 
And, toſs'd in Air, amidſt the Gallies threw. 
Wrap'd in Amaze, the Matrons wildly fare: 
Then Pyrgo, reverenc'd for her hoary Hair, 

Pyrgo, the Nurſe of P/iam's num'rous Race, 

No Beret this, tho? the belies her Face: 

What Terrors from her frowning Front ariſe ; 
Behold a Goddeſs in her ardent Eyes ! 
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What Rays around her heav'aly Face are ſeen, 

Mark her majeltick Voice, and more than mortal Mien! 
Zeroe but now I left; whom pin'd with Pain, 

Her Age and Anguiſh from theſe Rites detain. 

She ſaid ;;, the Matrons, ſciz'd with new maze, 850 
Roll their malignant Eyes, and on the Navy g=: 
They fear, and hope, and neither Pa! 

They hope the fated Land, but tear ..- ... A 
The Goddeſs, having done her Tas: re, 374 
Mounts up on equal Wings, and bend her painted bow. 
Struck wich the Sight, and ſeiz'd with Rage divine; 
The Matrons proſecute their mad Deſign: 

They ſhriek aloud, they ſnatco, with impious Hands, 
The Food of Altars, Firs, and flaming Brands, 859 
Green Boughs, and Saplings, mingled in their Haſte; 
And ſmoking Torches on the Ships they caſt. 


The Flame, unſtop'd at firſt, more Fury gains; 

And Vulcan rides at large with looſen'd Reins : 
Triumphant to the painted Sterns he ſoars, 864 
And ſeizes in his way, the Banks, and crackling Oars. 
Eumelus was the firſt, the News to bear, 

While yet they crowd the rural Theatre. 

Then what they hear, is witneſs'd by their Eyes; 

a Storm of Sparkles, and of Flames ariſe. 

Aſcanuius took th' Alarm, while yet he led 870 


His early Warriors on his prancing Steed. 


And 
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And ſpurring on, his Equals ſoon o'erpals'd, 
Nor cou'd his frighted Friends reclaim his Haſte. 
Soon as the royal Youth appear'd in view, 
He ſent his Voice before him as he flew; 87 
What Madneſs moves you, Matrons, to deſtroy 
The laſt Remainders of unhappy Troy / 
Not hoſtile Fleets, but your own Hopes you burn, 
And an your Friends your fatal Fury turn, 
Behold your own 4/canius: while he faid, 830) 
He drew his glitt'ring Helmet from his Head ; = 
In which the Youths to ſportal Arms he led. 3 
By this, uneas and his Train appear; 
And now the Women, ſeiz'd with Shame and Fear, 
Diſpers'd, to Woods and Caverns take their Flight; 
Abhor their Actions, and avoid the Light: 886 
Their Friends acknowledge, and their Error find; 
And ſhake the Goddeſs from their alter'd Mind. 

Not fo the raging Fires their Fury ceaſe; 
But lurking in the Seams, with ſeeming Peace, 890 
Work on their Way, amid the ſmouldring Tow, 
Sure in Deſtruction, but in Motion flow. 
The ſilent Plague thro” the green Timber eats, 
And vomits out a tardy Flame, by fits, 


Down to the Keels, and upward to the Sails, 895 


The Fire deſcends, or mounts; but ſtill prevails: 
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Nor Buckets pour'd, nor ſtrength of human Hand, 
Can the victorious Element withſtand. 
The pious Hero rends his Robe, and throws 
To Heav'n his Hands, and with his Hands his Vows: 
O Jede, he cry'd, if Pray'rs can yet have place; gol 
If thou abhorr'ſt not all the Dardarn Race; 
f any Spark of Pity ſtill remain; 
It Gods are Gods, and not invok'd in vain; 
'et ſpare the Relicks of the Trojan Train. 905 
Yet from the Flames our burning Veſlels free: 
Or let thy Fury fall alone on me. 
At this devoted Head thy Thunder throw, 
And ſend the willing Sacrifice below. | 
-:arce had he ſaid, when Southern Storms ariſe, 910 
From Pole to Pole, the forky Lightning flies; 
Loud rattling ſhakes the Mountains, and the Plain: 
Heav'n bellies downward, and deſcends in Rain. 
Whole Sheets of Water irom the Clouds are ſent, 
Which hifing thro? the Planks, the Flames prevent; 
And ſtop the fiery Peſt: Four Ships alone 915 
Purn to the waſte; and for the Fleet atone. 
But doubtful Thoughts the Hero's Heart divide; 
It he ſhould ſtill in Siciq reſide, 


Forgetful of his Fates; or tempt the Main, 926 


In hope the promis d Italy to gain. 
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Then Nautes, old, and wiſe, to whom alone 

The Will of Heav'n, by Pallas was fore-ſhown'd; 
Vers'd in Portents, experienc'd and inſpir'd, 

To tell Events, and what the Fates requir'd : 925 
Thus while he ſtood, to neither Part inclin'd, 

With chearful Words reliev'd his lab'ring Mind. 

O Goddeſs- born, reſign'd in ev'ry State, 

With Patience bear, with Prudence puſh your Fate, 
By ſuff ring well, our Fortune we ſubdue; 07 
Fly when ſhe frowns, and when ſhe calls purſue. 

Your Friend Ace/tes is of Trogar Kind, 
To him diſcloſe the Secrets of your Mind: 
Truſt in his Hands your old and uſeleſs Train, 
Too num'rous for the Ships which vet remain : OJ; 
The feeble, old, indulgent of their Eaſe, 
The Dames who dread the Dangers of the Sc 

Vith all the daſtard Crew, who dare not land 


The ſhock of Battle with your Foes by Land; 


1 


Here ycu may build a common Town for all; < 
And from Aceſics Name, Aceſta call. 

The Reaſons, with his Friend's Experience join'd, 
Encourag'd much, but more diſturb'd his Mind. 

Twas dead of Night; when to his ſlumb'ring Eyes, 
His Father's Shade deſcended from the Skies; 945 
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O Son, in various Toils and Troubles toſt, 
The King of Heav'n employs my careful Ghoſt 
On his Commands; the God who tav'd nom Fire 950 
Your flaming Fleet, and heard your juſt Deſire: 
The wholſom Counſel of your Friend receive; 
And here, the coward Train, and Women leave: 
he choſen Youth, and thoſe who nobly dare, 


Tranſport ; to tempt the Dangers of the War. 9 


1 
Vo 


The ftern [ra/zans with their Courage try; 


2 


Luch are their Manners, and their Minds are high. 
Dut ſirſt to Plato's Palace you ſhall go, 
And ſeek my Shade among the Bleſt below. 


not with impious Ghoſts my Soul remains, 960 


'r ſuffers, with the Damn'd, perpetual Pains, 
. breathes the living Air of ſoft EMH Plains. 
ihe chaſte Ha ſhall your Steps ene 


\nd Blood of offer'd Victims free the Way, 


There ſhall you know what Realms the Gods a aſſign; 
d learn the Fates and Fortunes of your Line. 966 


* A, * 1 8 1 . - 6 ! 
Dut now, farewel, I vaniſh with the Night; 
nw 


ind feel the blaſt of Heav'ns approaching ig Light: 

le ſaid, and mix'd with Shades, and took his a iry Flight. 
Whither fo faſt, the filial Duty cry'd, 970 
And why, ah why, the wiſh'd embrace deny'd! 

5 


Lic ſaid, and roſe: as holy Zeal inſpires 


1 5 
1 axes het Embers, and renews the Fires. 


312 r Ex. V. 


His Country Gods and Va, then adores 

With Cakes and Incenſe; and their Aid implores. 75 
Next, for his Friends, and royal Hoſt he ſent, 

Reveal'd his Viſion and the Gods Intent, 

With his own Purpoſe: All, without delay, 

The Will of Jae, and his Deſires obey. 


They liſt with Women each degenerate Name, 30 


* 


Who dares not hazard Life, for future Fame. 
Theſe they caſhier; the brave remaining few, 
Oars, Banks, and Cables half conſum'd renew. 
The Prince deſigns a City with the Plough ; 


The Lots their ſev'ral Tenements allow. 


2 
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This part is nam'd from 7/izm, that from Tray; 
And the new King aicends the Throne with Joy. 
A choſen Senate from the People draws; 
Appoints the Judges, and ordains the Laws. 


Then on the top of Eryx, they begin 


Anchiſes, laſt, is honoui'd as a God, 
A Prieſt is added, annual Gifts beſtcw'd; 


And Groves are planted round his bleſt Abude. 


Nine Days they pals in Feaſto, their Temples crowu'd; 
And Fumę of Incenſe in the Fanes abourd. 0 
Then, fxom the South aroſe a gent'e Breeze, 


That curl'd the Smoothneſs of the glaſij Seas: 
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The riſing Winds, a ruffting Gale afford, 

And call the merry Mariners aboard. 1000 
Now loud Laments along the Shores e Ound, 

Of parting Friends in cloſe Embraces bound. 

The trembling Women, the degenerate Train, 

Who ſhun'd the frightful Dangers of the Main; 

Ev'n thoſe deſire to ſail, and take their ſhare 1003 

Of the rough Paſſage, and the promis'd War. 

Whom good .Znens chears - and recommends 

To their new Matter's Care, his fearful Friends. 

On E-zx Altars three fat Calves he lays ; 

A Lamb new fallen to the ſtormy Seas; 1010 

Then flips his Haulſers, and his Anchors weighs. 

Iligh on t:e Deck, the Godlike Hero ſtands ; 

With Olive crown'd ; a Charger in his Hands 

Then cait the recking Entrails in the Brine, 

And pour'd the Sacrifice of purple Wine, 1015 

Freſh Gales ariſe, with equal Strokes they vye, 

und bruth the buxom Seas, and oer the Billows fly, 
Mean time the Mother Goddeſs, full of Fears, 


Lo !eotune thus addreſs'd, with tender Tears. 
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Jabs imperious Queen, the Rage, 1020 
Tae Malice which no Suff rings can aſſwage, 
Compel me to theſe Pray'rs: Since neither Fate, 


Nor Time, nor Pty, can remove her Hate. 
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Ex'n Jove is thwarted by his haugbt, Wife; 
Still vanquiſh'd, yet ſhe ſtill renews the Strife, 1025 
As if *twere little to conſume the Town 
Which aw'd the World, and wore ti Imperial Crown ; 
She proſecutes the Ghoſt of Tro with Paine ; 
And gnaws, ev'n to the Bones, the laſt Remains. 
Let her the Cauſes of her Hatred tell, 10 30 
But you can witneſs its Effects too well. 
You ſaw the Storms ſhe rais'd on Libyan Floods, 
That mix'd the mounting Billows with the Clouds, 
When, bribing Solus, the ſhook the Main; 
And mov'd Rebellion in your wat ry Reign. 1035 
With Fury ſhe poſſeſs d the Dardan Dames 
To burn their Fleet wich execrable Flames: 
And forc'd .Z eas, when his Ships were loſt, 
To leave his Foll'wers on a foreign Coaſt, 
For what remains, your God bead I implore ; 1040 
And truſt my Son to your protecting Pow'r. 
If neither 7owe's, nor Fate's Decree withſtand, 
Secure his Paſſage to the Latian Land. 

Then thus the mighty Ruler of the Main : 
What may not Tenn, hope, from Neftune's Reign? 1045 
My Kingdom claims your Birth: My late Defence 
Of your indanger'd Fleet, may claim your Confidence. 
Nor leſs by Land than Sea, my Deeds declare, 


How much your lov'd .Z zeas is my Care. 
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Te Yanthus, and thee Simors ] atteſt : 100 


 Trejan Trecp:, when proud Achilles prels'd, 


OF E bet5ro 12 headlone PST 
4 0 

a Oricon XanPur, doubitul t þ 27. 1 
Stood ap cr. Ridpes to behold the Sea; 
New heaps came tumblin”» in, and chok'd his way: 
When your Eura fought, but tought with odds 
Of Force unequal, and unequal Gods; 
i ſpread a Cloud before the Victor's Sight, 1060 
Suſtala'd the vanqviſh'd, and ſecur'd his Flight. 
Eo'n then fecur'd him, when I ſought with Joy 
The von d Deſtruction of angrateful Troy. 
My Will's the ſeme: Fair Goddeſs fear no more, 
Your Fleet ſhall ſafely gain the Latian Shore: 1065 
Their Lives are giv'n ; one deſtin'd Head alone 
Shall perith,. and for Myulitudes atone. 
'Thas having arm'd with Hopes ner anxious Mind, 
is fun Team Saturuian Neptune join'd. 
Then, add: the ſoamy Bridle to their Jaws, 1970 


Ind to the loofen'd Reins permits the Laws. 
High on the Waves his Azure Car he guides, 
its Axles thunder, and the Sea ſubſide: ; 


And the finooth Ocean rolls her ſilent Tides, 
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The Tempeſts fly beſore their Father's Face, 1075 

Trains of inferior Gods his Triumph grace; 

And Monſter Whales before their Matter play, 

And Quires of Tritons crowd the wat'ry way. 

The martial'd Pow'rs, in equal Troops divide 

To right and left: the Gods his better fide 1080 
Incloſe, and on the worſe the Nymphs and Nereids ride. 

Now ſmiling Hope, with ſweet Viciſſitude, 

Within the Hero's Mind, his Joys renew'd. 

He calls to raiſe the Maſts, the Sheets diſplay, 

The chearful Crew with Diligence obey ; 1083 
They ſcud before the Wind, and ſail in open Sea. 
A-head of all the Maſter Pilot ſteers, 

And as he leads, the following Navy veers. 

The Steeds of Night had travell'd half the Sky, 

The drowſy Rowers on their Benches lie; 10G0 
When the ſoft God of Sleep, with eaſy Flight, 
Deſcends, and draws behind a trail of Light. 

Thou Palinurus art lis deſtin'd Prey; 

To thee alone he takes his fatal way. 

Dire Dreams to thee, and Iron Sleep he bears; 1095 
And lighting on thy Prow, the Form of Pho: bas wears. 
Then thus the Traitor God began his Tale: | 
The Winds, my Friend, inſpire a pleaſing Gale; 


The Ships, without thy Care, ſecurely ſail. 
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Now fteal an Hour of ſweet Repoſe; and I 1100 
Will take the Rudder, and thy Room ſupply. 


To whom the yauning Pilot, half aſleep; 


Me doſt thou bid to truſt the treach'rous Deep | 

The Harlot-ſmiles of her diſſembling Face, 

And to her Faith commit the Tran Race? 1105 
Shall I believe the Siren South again, 

And, oft betray'd, not know the Monſter Main? 

He ſaid, his faſten'd Hands the Rudder keep, 


And fix'd on Heav'n, his Eyes repel invading Sleep. 


—  .— — —_— — 


The God was wroth, and at his Temples threw 1110 
A Branch in Lethe dip'd, and drunk with Sry7ian Dew: 
The Pilot vanquiih'd by the Pow'r Divine, 
Soon clos'd his ſwimming Eyes, and lay ſupine. 
) Scarce were his Limbs extended at their Length, 
The God, inſulting with ſuperior Strength, 1115 
Fell heavy on him, plung'd him in the Sea, 
And, with the Stern, the Rudder tore away, 
Headlong he fell, and ſtruggling in the Main, 
Cry'd out for helping Hands, but cry'd in vain: 
g The Victor Dæmon mounts obſcure in Air; 1120 
While the Ship ſails without the Pilot's care. 
On Neptune's Faith the floating Fleet relies: 
But what the Man forſook, the God ſupplies 3 
And o'er the dangerous Deep ſecure the Navy flies. 
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Glides by the Sv eu's Cliffs, a theliy Coaſt, 1123 
Long infamous for Ships, and Sailors lost; 

And white with Bones: Th' impetuous Ocean roars ; 
And Rocks tebellov: from the ſounding Suores, 

The watchful Hero felt the knocks; and found 


The toſhng Veſſel faii'd on ſhoaly Ground. 
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Deplor'd bis Death; and thus his Pain expreſs'd; 1134 


For Faith repos's on Seas, and on the flatt'Ting SKY, 


Thy naked Corps is J4om'd, on Shores unknown to 
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r 
The Sixth Book of the 


7, TR. . (og. 


The ARGUMENT TIT. 


The Sibyl foretels Eneas the Adventures he ji ould meet 
with in Italy. Se attends him to Hell: deſcribing 
to him the various Scenes of that Place, and conduct- 
ing him ta his Father Anchiles. Who inflruds him in 
thoje ſublime Myſteries of the Soul of the World, and the 


Tran/migration: Aud ſhews him that glorious Race of 


Heroes, which was to deſcend from him, and his 


Poſterity. 


E ſaid, and wept: Then ſpread his Sails before 
The Winds, and reach'd at length theCumanShore: 
Their Anchors drop'd, his Crew the Veſſels moor. 
They turn their Heads to Sea, their Sterns to Land; 
And greet with greedy Joy th' Italian Strand. C 
Some ſtrike from claſhing Flints their fiery Seed; 
Some gather Sticks the kindled Flames to feed: 
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Or ſearch for hollow Trees, and fell tke Woods, 

Or trace thro? Valleys the diſcover d! ds. | 
Thus, while their ſev'ral Charges t&-y full, 10 
The pious Prince aſcends the ſacred in 

Where Phaebus is ador'd ; and ſecks the Shade, 

Which hides from Sight, his venerable Maid. 

Deep in a Cave the Si makes abode ; 

Thence full of Fate returns, and of the God. 15 
Thro' Trivia's Grove they walk; and now behold, 
And enter now the Temple roof'd with Gold. 

When Dædalus, to fly the Cretan Shore, 


His heavy Limbs on jointed Pinions bore, 


(The firſt who ſaild in Air,) tis ſung by Fame, 20 
To the Cumean Coaſt at length he came; 
And, here alighting, built this coitly Frame. 

Inſerib'd to Phabur, here he hung on high 

The Steerage of his Wings, that cut the Sky: 

Then o'er the lofty Gate his Art emboſs'd 23 
Androgees Death, and Off rings to his Ghoſt: 

Sev'n Youths from Athews yearly ſent, to meet 

The Fate appointed by revengeful Crere. 

And next to thoſe the dreadful Urn was plac'd, 

In which the deſtin'd Names by Lots were caſt: 30 
The mournful Parents ſtand around in Tears; 


And riſing Crete againſt their Shore appears. 
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There too, in living Sculpture, might be ſeen 

The mad Affection of the Cretan Queen: 

Then how ſhe cheats her bellowing Lover's Eye: 35 
The ruſhing Leap, the doubtful Progeny, 

The lower part a Beaft, a Man above, 

The Monument of their pollute:! Love. 

Nor far from thence he grav'd the wen.'rous Maze; 

A thouſand Doors, + thouſand W die Ways; 40 
Here dwells the Muir, hid fro human View, 

Not to be found, the fait al Clue: 

Tiil the kind Artiſt, 4 ith pious Grief, 

Lent to the loving Matic nis laſt Relief; 


And all thoie erring PE. eſcrib'd fo well, 45 
That 7 -e/eus conquer'd, and the Moniter fell. 


Here hapleſs Icarus hal found his Part; 

Had net the Father's Grief reſtrain'd his Art. 

He twice ciſiy'd to caſt his Son in Go'd; 

Twice from his Hands he drop'd the torming Mouid. 50 
All this with wond'ring Eyes Zea: view'd: 

Each varying Object his Delight renew'd. 

Eager to read the re!t, {cates came, 


And by his Side the mad e ning Dame; 


The 7:ictefs of the God, De e her Name, 55 
Time : uifers not, ihe faid, to feed your Eyes 


With empty Plus | hakke the Sacrifice. 
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Sev'n Bullocks yet unyok'd, for Plæbus chooſe, 
And for Diana ſev'n unſpotted Ewes. 
This ſaid, the Servants urge their ſac red Rites; Co 
While to the Temple ſhe the Prince invites. 
A ſpacious Cave, within its farmoſt Part, 
Was hew'd and faſhion'd by laborious Art, 
Thro' the Hill's hollow Sides: before the Place, 
A hundred Doors a hundred Entries grace: 65 
As many Voices iſſue; and the Sound 
Of S:i4z/s” Words as many times rebound, 
Now to the Mouth they come : Aloud ſhe cries, 
This is the Time, enquire your Deſtinies. 
le comes, behold the God]! Thus while ſhe ſaid, 70. 
(And ſhiv'cing at the ſacred Entry ſtaid) 
Her Colour chang'd, her Face was not the fame, 
And hollow Grones from her deep Spirit carne 


* * 
Her Hair ſtood up; convulũve Rage poſieſs'd 75 
Her trembling Limbs, and heav'd her l. b'ring Breaſt. 
Greater than Human Wind ſhe ſeem'd to lock: 
And with an Accent, more than mortal, ſpoke. 
Her ſtaring Eyes with ſparkling Fury roll; 
When all the Cod came ruſaing on her Soul, 
Switzly the tura'd, and foaming as ſhe ſpol:e, 83 
Why this Delay, ſhe cry'd ; the Pow'rs invoke. 
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Thy Pray'rs alone can open this Abode, 

Elſe vain are my Demands, and dumb the God. 

She ſaid no more: The trembling Tro;ans hear; 
O'er-ſpread with a damp Sweat, and ho!y Fear. 85 
The Prince himſelf, with awful Dread poſſeis'd, 

Hi: Vows to great Apollo thus addreſo'd. 
Iadulgent God, propitious Pow'r to 12 
Swift to relieve, unwilling to deſtroy; 

Directed by whoſe Hand, the Dardun Dart 90 
Pierc'd the proud Grecian's only mortal Part: 

Thus far, by Fate's Decrce:, and thy Command 
Through ambient Seas, and toro) uevouring Sands, 

Our exil'd Crew has iought th'2s/r2:4u Ground : 


And now, at length, the flyiag Coaſi is found. 


F 
* 
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Thus far tie Fate of Trey, from Place to Place, 
With Fury has purſu'd her wand'ring He: 

Here ceaſe ye Pow'rs, and let your Vengeance end, 
Trey is no more, and can no more Gifes.d. 

And thou, O ſacred Maid, inſpir'd to ſee 1CO 
'Th' Event of Things in dark Futurity ; 

Give me, what Heav'n has promis'd to my Fate, 

To conquer and command the Latia State: 

To fix my wand'rins Gods, and fiud a Place 

For the long Exiles of the Trgan Race. 105 


I 


Then 
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Then ſhall my grateful Hands a Temple rear 


To the twin Gods, with Vows and jolemn Pray 'r; 
And annual Rites, and Feſtivals, and Games, 
Shall be perform'd to their auſpicious Names. 

Nor ſhalt thou want thy Honours in my Land, 
For there thy faithful Oracles ſhall ſtand, 


110 


Preſerv'd in Shrines: and ev'ry ſacred Lay, 

Which, by thy Mouth, Apollo ſhall convey. 

All ſhall be treaſur'd, by a choſen Train 

Of holy Pri-its, and ever ſhall remain. 

But, Oh! commit not thy prophetick Mind 

To flitting Leaves, the Sport of ev'ry Wind: 

Leſt they diſperſe in Air our empty Fate: 

Write not, bat, what the Powers ordain, relate. 
Struggling in vain, impatient of her Load, 120 

And lab'ring underneath the pond'rous God, 

The more ſhe ftrove to ſhake nim from her Breaſt, 

With more, and far ſuperior Force he preſs'd: 

Commands his Entrance, and wi:hout Controul, 


Uſurps her Organs, and in ſbires her Soul, I 


te 
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Now, with a furious Blatt :1ndred Doors 


Ope cf themielves; a ruſhing V hirlwind roars 


Within the Cave; and 5:55 Voice reſtores. 


Eſcap'd the Danger: of the wat'ry Reign, 


Yet more, and greater Ills, by Land remain. 130 
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The Coaſt ſo long deſir'd, (nor doubt th' Event) 

Thy Troops ſhall reach, but having reuch'd, repent, 
Wars, horrid Wars I view; a Field of Blood : 

And Tyber rolling with a purple Flocd. 


Simois nor Xanthus ſhall be wanting there; I 


5 
WI 


A new Achilles ſhall in Arms appear: 

And he, too, Goddeſs-born : fierce Funo's Hate, 
Added to hoſtile Force, ſhall urge thy Fate. 

To what ſtrange Nations ſhalt not thou reſort ! 


Driv'n to ſolicit Aid at ev'ry Court ! 


| 149 
The Cauſe the ſame which Ilium once opprets'd, 

A foreign Miſtreſs, and a foreign Gueſt: 

But thou, ſecure cf Soul, unbent with Woes, 

The more thy Fortune frowns, the more oppoſe. 

The Dawnings of thy Safety ſhall be ſhown, 145 


From whence thou leaſt ſhalt hope, a Grecian Town. 
Thus, from the dark Receſs, the $:5y/ ſpoke, 

And the reſiſting Air the Thunder broke; 

The Cave rebellow'd ; and the Temple ſhook. 

Th' ambiguous God, who rul'd her lab'ring Breaſt; 150 

In theſe myſterious Words his Mind expreſt: 

Some Truths reveal'd, in Terms involv'd the reſt. 

At length her Fury fell ; her foaming ceas'd, 


And, ebbing in her Soul, the God decreas'd. 


Then 
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Then thus the Chief: No Terror to my View, 


No frightful Face of Danger can be new. 


155 


Inur'd to ſuffer, and reſolv'd to dare, 

The Fates, without my Pow'r, ſhall be without my Care. 
This let me crave, ſince near your Grove the Road 
To Hell lies open, and the dark Abode, 160 
Which Acheron ſurrounds, th' innavigable Flood: 
Conduct me thro? the Regions void of Light, 


And lead me longing to my Father's Sight. 


For him, a thouſand Dangers I have ſought ; 
And, ruſhing where the thickeſt Grecians fought, 165 
Safe on my Back the ſacred Burden brought, 

He, for my ſake, the raging Ocean try'd, 

And Wrath of Heav'n; my ſtill auſpicious Guide, 
And bore beyond the Strength decrepid Age ſupply'd. 
Oft ſince he breath'd his laſt, in dead of Night, 170 
His rev'rend Image ſtood be fore my Sight; 

Enjoin'd to ſeek below, his holy Shade; 

Conducted there, by your unerring Aid. 

But you, if pious Minds by Pray'rs are won, 

Oblige the Father, and protect the Son. 175 
Yours is the Power; nor Pro/erpine in vain 

Has made you Prieſteſs of ber nightly Reign. 

If Orpheus, arm'd with his enchanting Lyre, 

The ruthleſs King with Pity cou'd inſpire; 

And 
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And from the Shades below redeem his Wife; 80 
If Pollux, off ring his alternate Life, 

Cou'd free his Brother; and can daily go 

By turns aloft, by turns deſcend below: 

Why name I Theſeus, or his greater Friend, 

Who trod the downward Path, and upward cou'd aſcend ! 
Not leſs than theirs, from 7Jove my Lineage came: 186 
My Mother greater, my Deſcent the ſame. 

So pray'd the 7r9jan Prince; and while he pray'd, 

His Hand upon the holy Altar laid. 

Then thus reply'd the Propheteſs Divine: 190 
O Goddeſs-born ! of great Anchiſe Line; 

The Gates of Hell are open Night and Day: 

Smooth the Deſcent, and eaſy is the Way: 

Bat, to return, and view the chearful Skies; 

In thiz the Task, and mighty Labour lies. 195 
To few great Jupiter imparts this Grace : 

And thoſe of ſhinipg Worth, and heav'nly Race. 
Betwixt thoſe Regions, and our upper Light, 

Dee» Foreſts, and impenetrable Night 

Poſſeſs tie middle Space: Th' infernal Bounds 200 
Cocytus, with his ſable Waves, ſurrounds. 


But if ſo dire a Love your Soul invades, 


As twice below to view the trembling vaades ; 
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If you ſo hard a Toil will undertake, 

As twice to paſs th” innavigable Lake; 

Receive my Counſel. In the neighb'ring Grove 
There ſtands a Tree; the Queen of Stygian Jove 
Claims it her own; thick Woods, and gloomy Night 
Conceal the happy Plant from human Sight. 


205 


One Bough it bears; but, wond'rous to behald; 210 
The ductile Rind, and Leaves, of radiant Gold: 

'This, from the vulgar Branches muſt be torn, 

And to fair Pro/erp:ne, the Preſent born, 

Ere Leave be giv'n to tempt the nether Skies: 

The firſt thus rent, a ſecond will ariſe; 215 
And the ſame Metal the ſame Room fupplies. 

Look round the Wood, with lifted Eyes, to ſee 

The lurking Gold upon the fatal Free: 


Then rend it off, as holy Rites command: 


The willing Metal will obey thy Hand, 2320 
Following with Eaſe, if favour'd by thy Fate, 
Thou art foredoom'd to view the Sh Han State: 
If not, no Labour can the Tree conſtrain: 
And Strength of ſtubborn Arms, and Steel are vain. 
Beſides, you know not, while you here attend, 225 
Th' unworthy Fate of your unhappy Friend: 
Breathleſs he lies: and his unbury'd Ghct, 
Depriv'd of Fun'ral Rites, pollutes your Hoſt, 

Pay 
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Pay firſt his pious Dues: And for the Dead, 


Two ſable Sheep around his Herſe be led. 230 
Then, living Turfs upon his Body lay; 

This done, ſecurely take the deſtin'd Way, 
To find the Regions deſtitute of Day. 

She ſaid: and held her Peace. Hneas went 

Sad from the Cave, and full of Diſcontent; 235 


Unknowing whom the ſacred Sly meant. 

Achates, the Companion of his Breaſt, 

Goes grieving by his Side with equal Cares oppreſs'd. 
Walking, they talk'd, and fruitleſly divin'd 

What Friend, the Prieſteſs by thoſe Words deſign'd. 240 
But ſoon they found an Object to deplore : 

Miſenus lay extended on the Shore. | 

Son of the God of Winds; none fo renown'd, 

The Warrior Trumpet in the Field to found : 

With breathing Braſs to kindle fierce Alarms; 245 
And rouze to dare their Fate, in honourable Arms. 

He ſerv'd great Hectar; and was ever near, 

Not with his Trumpet only, but his Spear. 


But, by Pelides' Arm when Hector fell, 
He choſe Æneas, and he choſe as well, 250 


Swoln with Applauſe, and aiming till at more, 
He now provokes the Sea-Gods from the Shore; 


With 
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With Envy Triton heard the martial Sound, 

And the bold Champion, for his Challenge, drown'd. 
Then caſt his mangled Carcaſe on the Strand: 255 
The gazing Crowd around the Body ſtand. 

All weep, but moſt .Zrcas mourns his Fate; 

And haſtens to perform the Funeral State, 

In Altar-wiſe, a ſtately Pile they rear; 

The Baſis broad below, and top advanc'd in Air. 260 
An ancient Wood, fit for the Work deſign'd, 

(The ſhady Covert of the Salvage Kind) 

The Trojans found: The ſounding Ax 1s ply'd: 

Firs, Pines, and Pitch-Trees, and the tow'ring Pride 
Of Foreſt Aſhes, feel the fatal Stroke: 205 
And piercing Wedges cleave the ſtubborn Oak. 

Huge Trunks of Trees, fell'd from the ſteepy Crown 
Of the bare Mountains, roll with Ruin down, 

Arm'd like the reſt the Træjan Prince appears: 

And, by his pious Labour, urges theirs. 270 
Thus while he wrought, revolving in his Mind, 

The Ways to compaſs what his Wiſh deſign'd, 

He caſt his Eyes upon the gloomy Grove ; 

And then with Vows implor'd the Queen of Loye. 

O may thy Pow'r, propitious Kill to me, 275 
Conduct my Steps to find the fatal Tree, 
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In this deep Foreſts; face tt ss Breath 

Foreto!d, alas! too iric, Mi ach. 

Scarce had he ſaid, when ile ore his Sight 280 
Two Doves, deſcendins from their airy Flight, 
Secure upon the graſſy Deu alight, 

He knew his Mother's Birds: Aud thus he pray'd: 

Be you my Guides, with your auſpi s Aid; 

And lead my Footſteps, till the Branch be found, 
Whoſe glitt'ring Shadow gilds the ſacred Ground: 283 
And thou, great Parent! with celeſtial Care, 

In this Diftreſs, be preſent to my Pray'r. 

Thus having ſaid, he ſtop'd: With watchful Sight 
Obſerving till the Motions of their Flight, 

What Courſe they took, what happy Signs they ſhew : 
They fed, and flutt'ring by degrees, withdrew 291 
Still farther from the Place; but fill in view: 
Hopping, and flying, thus they led him on 

To the flow Lake; whoſe baſeful Stench to ſhun, 
They wing'd their Flight aloft ; then, ſtooping low, 
Perch'd on the double Tree, that bears the golden Bough. 
Thro' the green Leafs the glitt'ring Shadows glow ; 
As on the ſacred Oak, the wintry Miſleto : 

Where the proud Mother views her precious Brood ; 
And happier Branches, which ſhe never ſow'd. 300 
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Such was the Glitt'ring ; ſuch the ruddy Rind, 

And dancing Leaves, that wanton'd in the Wind. 
He ſeiz'd the ſhining Bough with griping Hold ; 
And rent away, with eaſe, the ling'ring Gold: 
Then to the Sils Palace bore the Prize. 305 
Mean time, the Tran Troops, with weeping Eyes, 
To dead Miſenus pay is Obſequies 


Firſt from the Ground, a lofty Pile they rear, 


OF Pitch-trees, Oaks and Pines, and unctuous Fir: 
The Fabrick's Front, with Cypreſs Twigs they ſtrew; 3 
Aud Rick the Sides with Boughs of baleful Yeugh, 
The topmoſt Part, his glitt' ting Arms adorn ; 
Warm Waters, then, m brazen Caldrons born, 

Are pour'd to waſh his Body, Joint by Joint : 


With'Grones and Cries M:/enus they deplore ; 

Then on a Bier, with Purple cover'd o'er, 

The breathleſs Body, thus bewail'd they lay: 

And fire the Pile, their Faces turn'd away: 

{Suck weren Rites their Fathers us'd to pay.) 320 
Pure Oil, and'Incenſe, on the Fire they throw : 

And Fat of Meme, which his Friends beſtow. 
Theſe Gifts, the greedy Plames to Duſt devour ; 
Then, on the living Coals, red Wine they pour: 


And fragrant Oils the ſtiffen'd Limbs anoint. 315 
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And laſt, the Relicks by themſelves diſpoſe; 
Which in a brazen Urn the Prieſts incloſe. 


325 


Old Chorineus compaſs'd thrice the Crew, 

And dip'd an Olive Branch in holy Dew; 

Which thrice he ſprinkled round; and thrice aloud 

Invok'd the Dead, and then diſmiſs'd the Crowd. 330 
But good Zreas order'd on the Shore 

A ſtately Tomb; whoſe Top a Trumpet bore : 

A Soldier's Faunchion, and a Seaman's Oar. 

Thus was his Friend interr'd : And deathleſs Fame 
Still to the lofty Cave conſigns his Name. 335 
Theſe Rites perform'd, the Prince, without delay, 
Haſtes to the nether World, his deſtin'd Way. 
Deep was the Cave; and downward as it went 


From the wide Mouth, a rocky rough Deſcent ; 


And here th' Acceſs a gloomy Grove defends ; 


340 
And here th' unnavigable Lake extends. 
O'er whoſe unhappy Waters, void of Liglit, 
No Bird preſumes to ſteer his airy Flight; 
Such deadly Stenches from the Depth ariſe, 
And fteaming Sulphur, that infects the Skies. 345 


From hence the Grecian Bards their Legends make, 
And give the Name Avernus to the Lake. 
Four fable Bullocks, in the Yoke untaught, 


For Sacrifice the pious Hero brought. 
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The Prieſteſs pours the Wine betwixt their Horns: 350 


Then cuts the curling Hair; that firſt Oblation burns, 
Invoking Hecate hither to repair ; 

(A pow'rful Name in Hell, and upper Air.) 

The facred Prieſts with ready Knives bereave 

The Beaſts of Life, and n full Bowls receive 355 
The ſtreaming Blood: A Lamb to Hell and Night, 
(The ſable Wool without a Streak of White) 

AEnca: offers: And by Fate's Decree, 

A barren Heifer, Pre/erfine, to thee. 

With Holocauſts he Plute's Altar fills : 360 
Sev'n brawny Bulls with his own Hand he kills: 

Then on the broiling Entrails Oil he pours: 

Which, ointed thus, the raging Flame devours : 

Late, the nocturnal Sacrifice begun; 

Nor ended, till the next returning Sun. 365 
Then earth began to bellow, Trees to darce; 

And howling Dogs in glimm'ring Light advance; 

Ere Hecate came: Far hence be Souls profane, 

The Sz cry'd, and from the Grove abſtain. 

Now, Trejan, take the Way thy Fates afford : 370 
Aſſume thy Courage, and uniheath thy Sword. 

She ſaid, and paſs'C along the gloomy Space 


» 


The Prince purſu'd her Steps with equal Pace. 


ce 
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Ye Realms, yet unrev-al'd to human Sight, 
Ye Gods, wio rule the Ke<gions of the Night, 375 
Ye gliding Ghols, permit me to relate 
The myſtick Wonders of your ſilent State. 
Obſcure they went thro' dreary Shades, that led 
Along the waſte Dominions of the Dead: 
Thus wander Travellers in Woods by Night, 330 
By the Moon's doubtful, and malignant Light: 
When Jove in dusky Clouds involves the Skies, 
and the faint Creſcent ſhoots by fits before their Eyes, 
Juſt in the Gate, and in the Jaws of Hell, 
Revengeful Cares, and ſullen Sorrows dwell ; 385 
And pale Diſeaſes, and repining Age; 
Want, Fear, and Famine's unrchited Rage: 
Here Toils, and Death, and Death's Half- Brother, Sleep, 
Forms terrible to View, their Centry keep: 
With anxious Pleaſures of a guilty Mind, 390 
Deep Frauds before, and open Force behind : 
The Furies iron Beds, and Strife that ſhakes 
Her hifling Treſſes, and unfolds her Snakes, 
Full in the midſt of this infernal Road, 
An Elm diſ-lays her dusky Arms abroad: 395 
The God of Sleep t':ere hides his heavy Head: 


and empty Dreams on ev'ry Leaf are ſpread. 
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Of various Forms unnumber'd Spectres more: 

Centaurs, and double Shapes, be ſiege the Door: 
Before the Paſſage horrid Mara ſlands, 499 
And Briareus with all bis hundred Hands: 

Gorgons, Geryon with his triple Frame; 

And vain Chimera vomits empty Flame. 

The Chief unſheath'd his ſhining Steel, prepar'd, 

Tho" ſeiz d with ſudden Fear, to force the Guard, 4035 
Off ring his brandiſh'd Weapon at their Face; 

Had not the Si4y/ ſtop'd his eager Pace, 

And told him what thoſe empty Fantoms were ; 

Forms without Bodies, and impaſſive Air. 

Hence to deep 4cheron they take their Way; 419 
Whoſe troubled Eddies, thick with Ooze and Clay, 

Are whirl'd aloft, and in Cocytus loſt: 

There Charon ſtands, who rules the dreary Coaſt : 

A fordid God: down from his hoary Chin 

A Length of Beard deſcends; uncomb'd, unclean: 41; 
His Eyes, like hollow Furnaces on fire: 

A Girdle, foul with Greaſe, binds his obſcene Attire. 
He ſpreads his Canvas, with his Pole he ſteers; 

The Freights of flitting Ghoſts in his thin Bottom bears. 
He look'd in Years; yet in his Years were ſeen 429 


A youthful Vigour, and autumaal Green, 
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An airy Crowd came ruſhing where he ſtood, 
Which fill'd the Margin of che fatal Flood. 
Huſbands and Wives, Boys and unmarry'd Maids ; 
And mighty Heroes more majeſtic Shades, 425 
And Youths, intomb'd before their Father's Eyes, 
With hollow Grones, and'Shrieks, and feeble Cries : 
Thick as the Leaves in Autumn ftrow the Woods : 
Or Fowls, by Winter forc'd, forſake the Floods, 
And wing their haſty Flight to happier Lands: 4295 
Such, and ſo thick, the ſhiv'riog Army ſtands; 
And preſs for Paſſage with extended Hands. 

Now theſe, now thofe, the ſurly Boatman bore ; 
The reſt he drove to diſtance from the Shore. 
The Hero, who beheld with wond'ring Eyes, 435 
The Tumult mix'd with Shrieks, Laments, and Cries ; 
Aſk'd of his Guide, what the rude Concourſe meant? 
Why to the Shore the thronging People bent ? 
What Forms of Law, among the Gholis were us'd ? 
Why ſome were ferry'd o'er, and ſome refus'd ? 440 

Son of Anchiſes, Offspring of the Gods, 
The S:by/ ſaid, you fee the &/ygian Flonds, 
The ſacred Streams, which FHeav'n's imperial State 
Atteſts in Oaths, and fears to violate. 


The Ghoſts rejected, are th' unhappy Crew 445 


Depriv'd of Sepuichres, and Fun'ral Due. 
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The Boatman Charon; thoſe, the bury'd Hoſt, 

He ferries over to the farther Coaſt. 

Nor dares his Tranſport Veſſel croſs the Waves, 449 
With ſuch whoſe Bones are not compos'd in Graves. 

A hundred Years they wander on the Shore, 

At length their Penance done, are wafted o'er. 

The Tran Chief his forward Pace repreſs'd ; 


Revolving anxious Thoughts within his Breafl. 454 


He faw his Friends, who whelm'd beneath the Waves, 
TheicFun'ral Honours claim'd,and aſk'd their quietGraves. 
The loſt Leaca/pis in the Crowd he knew; 

And the brave Leader of the Lzc:an Crew: 

Whom, on the Tyrrhene Seas, the Tempeſts met; 

The Sailors maſter'd, and the Ship o'erſet. 450 
Amidſt the Spirits Palrurus preſs'd; 

Yet freſh from Life; a new admitted Gueſt. 

Who, while he ſteering view'd the Stars, and bore 

His Courſe from 4/rica, to the Latian Shore, 

Fell headlong down. Ihe Trqaz fix d his View, 465 
And fcarceiy thro' the Gloom the ſullen Shadow knew. 
Then thus the Prince. What envious Pow'r, O Friend, 
Brought your lav'd Life to this diſaſtrous End ? 

For Phebus, ever true in all be ſaid, 


Has, in your Fate alone, my Faich betray'd. 470 
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The God foretold you ſhould not die, before 
You reach'd, ſecure from Seas, th' Italian Shore, 
Is this th? unerring Pow'r ? The Ghoſt reply d, 
Nor Phe&bus flatter'd, nor his Anſwers ly'd ; 


Nor envious Gods have ſent me to the Deep: 475 


But while the Stars, and Courſe of Heav'n I keep, 
My weary'd Eyes were ſeiz'd with fatal Sleep. 

I fell; and with my Weight, the Helm conſtrain'd 
Was drawn along, which yet my Cripe retain'd. 
Now by the Winds, and raging Waves, I] ſwear, 480 
Your Safety, more than mine, was then my Care: 
Leſt, of the Guide bereft, the Rudder loft, 

Your Ship ſhou'd run againſt the rocky Coaſt. 

Three bluſt'ring Nights, born by the Southern Blail, 

I Roated ; and diſcover'd Land at laſt: 485 
High on a mounting Wave, my klead T bore : 
Forcing my Strength, and patli'ring to tie Shore: 
Panting, but paſt the Danger, now | ſeiz'd 
The craggy Cliffs, and my tird Member eac'd, 
While, cumber'd with my dropping Clothes, i lay, 490 
The eruel Nation, caveiyus of Pre, 
Stain'd with my Blood tht vnhoſpitable Coaſt: 

And now, by Winds and Waves, mv lifeleſs Limb. are toſi: 
Which O avert. by yon ethereal Light 
Which 1 have loft, for this eternal Night: 


1 
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Or if by dearer Ties you may be won, 

By your dead Sire, and by your living Son, 

Redeem from this Reproach my wand'ring Ghoſt : 

Or with your Navy ſeek the Y:/in Coaſt ; 

And in a peaceful Grave my Corps compoſe : 500 
Or, if a nearer Way your Mother ſhows, 

Without whoſe Aid, you durſt not undertake 

This frightful Paſſage o'er the Srygian Lake; 

Lend to this Wretch your Hand, and waft him o'er 
To the ſweet Banks of yon forbidden Shore. 505 
Scarce had he ſaid, the Propheteſs began; 

What Hopes delude thee, miſerable Man ? 

Think'ſt thou thus unintomb'd to croſs the Floods, 

To view the Furies, and infernal Gods; 

And viſit, without Leave, the dark Abodes ? 510 
Attend the Term of long revolving Vears: 

Fate, and the dooming Gods, are deaf to Tears. 

This Comfort of thy dire Misfortune take; 

The Wrath of Heav'n, inflicted for thy Sake, 

With Vengeance ſhall purſue th' inbuman Coaſt, 515 
Till they propitiate thy offended Ghoſt, 

And raiſe a Tomb, with Vows, and folemn Pray'r; 
And Pa/inurus' Name the Place fhall dear. 

This calm'd his Cares: footh'd with his future Fame: 
And pleas'd to hear his propagated Name. 520 


N OW 


Ev. VI. NE IS. 341 


Now nearer to the Stygian Lake they draw: 
Whom from the Shore, the ſurly Boatman ſaw : 
Obſerv'd their Paſſage thro the ſhady Wood; 
And mark'd their near Approaches to the Flood : 
Then thus he call'd aloud, inflam'd with Wrath; 525 
Mortal, whate'er, who this forbidden Path 
In Arms preſum'ſt to tread, I charge thee ſtand, 
And tell thy Name, and Bus'neſs in the Land. 
Know this, the Realm of Night; the Szygian Shore: 
My Boat conveys no living Bodies o'er : 530 
Nor was I Eeas'd great T he/exs once to bear, 
Who forc'd a Paſſage with his pointed Spear ; 
Nor ſtrong Alcides, Men of mighty Fame; 


And from tu' immortal Gods their Lineage came. 
In Fetters one the barking Porter ty'd, $35 


And took him trembling from his Sovereign's Side: 
Two ſought by Force to ſeize his beauteous Bride. 

To whom the Sich thus, Compoſe thy Mind: 
Nor Frauds are here contriv'd, nor Force deſign'd. 


Still may the Dog the wand'ring Troops conſtrain 5 40 


Of airy Ghoſts; and vex the guilty Train; 


And with her griſly Lord his lovely Queen remain. 1 
The Tran Chief, whoſe Lineage is from 7ove, 0 | 
F 
It 


Much fam'd for Arms, and more for filial Love, 


Is ſent to ſeek his Sire, in your Elyfan Grove. 545 
al: 
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If neither Piety, nor Heav'n's Command, 
Can gain bis Paſſage to the Stygian Strand, 
This fatal Preſent ſhall prevail, at leaſt; 
Then ſhew d theſhining Bough, conceal'd within her Veſt. 
No more was needful: for the gloomy God 550 
Stood mute with Awe, to ſee the golden Rod: 
Admir d the deſtin d Off ring to his Queen; 
(A venerable Gift fo rarely ſeen.) 
His Fury thus appeas'd, he puts to Land: 
i he Ghoſts foriake- their Seals, at kis Command: 555 
He clears the Deck, receives the mig ty Freight, 
Ihe leaky Veſſel grones beneath the Weight. 
Slowly he fails; and fcarceiy flems the Tides : 
The prefling Water pours within her Sides. 
= His/Paſlepgers at length are wafted o'er; 560 
bed in muddy Weeds, upon the miry Shore. | 
No fooner landed, in his Den they found 7 
- The triple Porter sf the $tyg:ar Sound, 
Grim Conbirus ; who ſoon degan io rear 


| 2” and ang rilling Hair, 565 
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With three enormous Mouths he gapes, and ſtraight, 570 
With Hunger preſs'd, devours the pleaſing Bait. 


Long Draughts of Sleep his monſtrous Limbs enſlave; 

He reels, and falling, fills the ſpacious Cave. 

The Keeper charm'd, the Chief without Delay 

Paſs'd on, and took th' irremeable Way. 575 
Before the Gates, the Cries of Babes new born, 

whom Fate had from their tender Mothers torn, 

Aſſault his Ears: Then thoſe, whom Form of Laws 

Condemn'd to die, when Traitors judg'd their Cauſe. 

Nor want they Lots, nor Judges to review 580 

The wrongful Sentence, and award a new. 

Minos, the ſtrict Inquiſitor, appears; 

And Lives and Crimes, with his Aſſeſſors, hears. 

Round, in his Urn, the blended Balls he rolls; 

Abſolves the Juſt, and dooms the guilty Souls, 5835 

The next in Place, and Puniſhment, are they 

Who prodigally throw their Souls away. 

Fools, who repining at their wretched State, 

And loathing anxious Life, ſuborn'd their Fate. 

With late Repentance, now they would retrieve 590 

The Bodies they forſook, and wiſh to live. 

Their Pains and Poverty deſire to bear, 

To view the Light of Heav'n, and breathe the vital Air. 


P 4 But 
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But Fate forbids ; the Szygi2n Floods oppoſe ; 


594 

And, with nine circling Streams, the captive Souls incloſe. 
Not far from thence, the mournful Fie ds appear; 

80 call'd, from Lovers that inhabit there. 

The Souls, whom that unhappy Flame inyades, 

Ia ſecret Solitude, and Myrtle Shades, 

Make endlefs Moans, and pining with Deſire, Go 

Lament too late, their unextinguiſh'd Fire. 

Here Pr ecris, Eripbyle here, he found 


Baring her Breaſt, yet bleeding with the Wound 
Made by her Son. He ſaw Pafiphae there, 
With Phedra's Ghoſt, a foul inceſtuous Pair. 605 


There Laadamia, with Evaine moves: ; 
Unhappy both; but loyal in their Loves. 

Ceneus, a Woman once, and once a Man; 
But ending in the Sex the firſt began. 

Not far from theſe Z-&7»ician Dido Rood; 610 


Frech from her Wound, her Boſom bath'd in Blood. 
Whom, when the Tr9jaz Hero hardly knew, 

Obſcure in Shades, and with a doubtful View, 
(Doubtful as he who runs thro' duſky N ight, 

Or thinks he fees the Moon's uncertain Light:) big 
With Tears he firſt approach'd the ſullen Shade; 

And, as his Love inſpir'd him, thus he ſaid. 


Unhappy 
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Unhappy Queen! then is the common Breath 

Of Rumour true, in your reported Death, 

And I, alas, the Cauſe! by Heav'n, I vow, 626 
And all the Pow'rs that rule the Realms below, 
Unwilling I forſook your friendly State: 

Commanded by the Gods, and forc'd by Fate. 

Thoſe Gods, that Fate, whoſe unreſiſted Might 


Have ſent me to theſe Regions, void of Light, 625 


Thro' the vaſt Empire of eternal Night. 
Nor dar'd I to preſume, that, preſs'd with Grief, 
My Flight ſhould urge you to this dire Relief, 


Stay, ſtay your Steps, and liſten to my Vows ; 

»Tis the laſt Interview that Fate allows! 630 
In vain he thus attempts her Mind to move, 

With Tears and Pray'rs, and late repenting Love. | | 
Diſcainfully the look'd ; then turning round, 

But kx'd her Eyes unmov'd upon the Ground: 

And, what he ſays, and (wears, regards no more, 635 


Than the deaf Rocks, when the loud Billows roar. 


Bat wharl'd away, to thun his hateful Sight, 

Hid in the Foreſt, and the Shades of Night. 

Then fought $:ch@us, thi? the ſhady Grove, 

Who anſwer'd all her Cares, and equall'd all her Loves 

Some pious Tears the pitying Hero paid ; 641 

And follow'd with his Eyes the flitting Shade. 
2 Then 
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Then took the forward Way, by Fate ordain'd, 
And, with his Guide, the ſarther Fields attain d; 644 


Where, fever'd from the reſt, the Warrior Souls remain d. 


Tideus he met, with Meleager's Race; 

The Pride of Armies, and the Soldier's Grace; 

And pale 4uraftus with his ghaſlly Face. 

Of Trojan Chiefs he view'd a numerous Train: 

All much lamented, all in Battle ſlain. 650 
Glaucus and Medon, high above the reſt, 

Antenor's Sons, and Ceres ſacred Prieſt ; 

And proud [7zas, Priam's Charioteer ; 

Who ſhakes his empty Reins, and aims his airy Spear. 
The gladſom Ghoſts, in circling Troops, attend, 65 5 
And with unweary'd Eyes behold their Friend. 

Delight to hover near; and long ta know 

What Bus'neſs brought kim to the Realms below. 

But Argive Chiefs, and Agamem nens Train, . 
When his refulgent arms flaſh'd thro' the ſhady Plain, 660 
Filed from his well-known Face, with wonted Fear, 
As when his thund'rin g Sword,and po:ntedSpeareys x 
Drove ! eadlong to their Ships, and glean'd the'rauted 
They rais'd a feeble Cry, with trembling Notes: 
But the weak Voice deceiv'd their gaſping Throats. 665 


7 Here Prian Son, Deiphabus, he found:? 


Whoſe Face and Himbs were one cominatd-Weend;. 
I Dichoneſt, 
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Diſtoneſt, with lop'd Arms, the Youth appears: 
Spoil'd of his Noſe, and ſhorten'd of his Ears, 
He ſcarcely knew him, ftriving to diſown 670 
His blotted Form, and bluſhing to be known. 
And therefore fiſt began. O Teucer's Race, 
Who durſt thy faultleſs Figure thus deface ? grace: 
What Heart cou'd wiſh, x hat Hand inflict this dire Diſ- 
Twas fam'd, that in our Jait and fatal Night, 675 
Your ſingle Proweſs long ſuilain'd the Fight: 
Till tir'd, not forc'd, a glorious Fate you choſe ; 
And fell upon a heap of ſlaughier'd Foes. 
But in Remembrance of io brave a Deed, 
A Tomb, and l un'ral Livnours i decreed 1 680 
Thrice call'd your ares, on the Trojan Plains: 
The Place your Armour, and your Name retains. 
Your Body too | fought; and had I found, 
Deſign'd for Þurial in your native Ground. 

The Ghoſt replv'd, Your Fiety has paid 685 
All needſul Rites, to reſt my wand'ring Shade: 
But cruel Fate, and my more cruel Wite, 
To Grecian Swords betray'd my fleeping Life. 
Theſe are the Monuments of Helen's Love: 
The She I dear below, the Marks I bore above. C90 
You know in what deluding juys ue palt 


T]he Night, that was by Heav'n deciced our laſt, 
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For when the fatal Horſe, deſcending down, 
Pregnant with Arms, o'erwhe!m'd th' unhappy Town, 
She feign'd nocturnal Orgies: left my Bed, 695 
And, mix'd with Tran Dames, the Dances led. 
Then, waving high her Torch, the Signal made, 
Which rcu's'd the Grecrans from their Ambuſcade. 
With Watching overworn, with Cares oppreſs'd, 
Unhappy I had laid me dowa to reit ; 5 
And heavy Sleep my weary Limbs poſſeſs'd. 
Mean time my worthy Wife, our Arms miſlay'd; 
And from beneath my Head, my Sword convey'd : 
The Door unlatch'd; and with repeated Calls, 
Invites her former Lord within my Walls. 705 
Thus in hex Crime her Confidence ſhe plac'd : 
And with new Treaſons wou'd redeem the paſt. 
What need I more: into the Room they ran; 
And meanly murder'd a defenceleſs Man. 
, bately born, firſt led the Way: 


Avenging Pow'rs! with juſtice if I pray, 


JI 
— 
0 


That Fortune be their own another Day. 

But anſwer you, and in your Turn relate, 
What brought you living, to the S:y2:an State? 
Driv'n by the Winds and Errors of the Sea, 715 
Or did you Heav'n's ſuperior Doom obey ? 


Or tell what other Chance conducts your Way? 
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To view, with mortal Eyes, our dark Retreats, 
Tumults and Torments of th” infernal Seats ? 
While thus, in Talk, the fly ing Hours they paſs, 720 


The Sun had finiſh'd more than half his Race: 

And they, perhaps, in Words and Tears had ſpent 
The little Time of Stay, which Heav'n had lent. 

But thus the Sz chides their long Delay; 

Night ruſhes down, and headlong drives the Day: 723 
"Tis here, in different Paths, the Way divides : 

The Right, to Plubo's golden Palace guides: 

The Left to that unhappy Region tends, 

Which to the Depth of Tartarus deſcends ; 729 
The Seat of Night profound, and puniſh'd Fiends. 
Then thus Deiphobas : O facred Maid! 

Forbear to chide; and be your Will obey'd: 

Lo to the ſecret Shadows I retire, 

To pay my Penance till my Years expire, 

Proceed auſpicious Prince, with Glory crowa'd, 735 
And born to better Fates than I have found. 
He ſaid ; and while he ſaid, his Steps he turn'd 
To ſecret Shadows; and in Silence mourn'd. 
Tac Hero, looking on the Left, eſpy'd 

A lofty Tow'r, and ſtrong on ev'ry Side 

With treble Walls, which P-/zgezhon ſurrounds, 
Whoſe fiery Flood the burning Empire bounds : 


749 


And preſs'd betwixt the Rocks, the bellowing Noiſe 
reſounds. 
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Wide is the fronting Gate, and rais'd on high 

With Adamantine Columns, threats the Sky, 745 
Vain is the Force of Man, and Heav'n's as vain, 

To cruſh the Pillars which the Pile ſuſtain. 

Sublime on theſe a Tower of Steel is rear'd; 

And dire Ti/iphone there keeps the Ward. 

Girt ia her ſanguine Gown, by Night and Day, 750 
Obſervant of the Souls that pals the downward Way: 
From hence are heard the Grones of Ghoſts, the Pains 
Of ſounding Laſhes, and of dragging Chains. 

The Trojan ſtood aftoniſh'd at their Cries ; 754 
And ask'd his Guide, from whence thoſe Yells ariſe ? 
And what the Crimes and what the Tortures were, 

And loud Laments that rent the liquid Air ? 

She thus reply'd : The chaſte and holy Race, 

Are all forbidden this polluted Piace. 759 
But Hecate, when ſhe gave to rule the Woods, 5 
Then led me tremblin g thro' thoſe dire Abodes : 

And taught the Tortures of th avenging Gods, 

Theſe are the Realms of uarelcating Fate: 

Ard awful Rhadamanihus jules the State. 

He hears and judges each committed Crime; 705 
Inq ui:-5 ioto the Manner, Flace, and Time. 


The conſcious Wretch muit all his Acts reveal: 


Loth to confeſs, unable to conceal : 
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From the firſt Moment of his vital Breath, 
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To his laſt Hour of unrepenting Death. 770 
Straight, o'er the guilty Ghoſt, the Fury ſhakes 

The ſounding Whip, and brandithes her Snakes : 

And the pale Sinner, with her Siſters, takes. 

Then, of itſelf, unfolds th' eternal Door: 

With dreadful Sounds the brazen Hinges roar. 775 
You ſee, before the Gate, what ſtalking Ghoſt 
Commands the Guard, what Centries keep the Poſt. 
More formidable Hydra ſtands within ; 

Whoſe Jaws with Iron Teeth ſeverely grin. 

Tae gaping Gulph, low to the Center lies ; 780 
And twice as deep as Earth is diſtant from the Skies. 
Tie Rivals of the Gods, the Titan Race, [ Space. 
Here ung'd with Lightning, roll withia th' unfathom'd 
Here lie th' Lan Twins, (1 ſaw them both) 
Enormous Bodies, of Gigantick Growth ; 785 
Who dar'd in Fight the Thund'rer to defy; 

Affect bis Heav'n, and force him from the Sky. 
Salmoncus, ſuff ring cruel Pains, I found, 

For emulating Jewe; the rattling Sound 

Of mimick Thunder, and the glitt'ring Blaze 790 
Of pointed Lightnings, and their forky Rays. 

Through Elis, and the Grecian Towns he flew ; 

Th' audacious Wretch four fiery Courſers drew: 
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He wav'd a Torch aloft, and, madly vain, 
Sought Godlike Worſhip from a ſervile Train. 


Ambitious Fool, with horny Hoofs to paſs I 
O'er hollow Arches, of reſounding Braſs ; 

To rival Thunder, in its rapid Courſe, 

And imitate inimitable Force, 

But he, the King of Heav'n, obſcure on high, 800 


Bar'd his red Arm, and lanching from the Sky 

His writhen Bolt, not ſhaking empty Smoke, 

Down to the deep Abyſs the flaming Felon ſtrook. 
There Titus was to fee; who tock his Birth 8e5 
From Heav'n, his Nurſing from thee foodful Earth. 
Here his Gigantick Limbs, with large Embrace, 

Infold nine Acres of infernal Space. 

A rav'nous Vulture in his open'd Side, 

Her crooked Beak and cruel! Talons try'd : 

Still for the growing Liver digg'd his Breaſt ; 810 
The growing Liver ſtill ſupply'd the Feaſt. 

Still are his Entrails fruitful to their Pains: 

Th' immortal Hunger laſts, th' immortal Food remains. 
Ixion and Piritheus | cou'd name; 

And more The/alian Chiefs of mighty Fame. 815 
High o'er their Heads a mould ring Rock is plac'd, 
That promiſes a Fall, and ſhakes at ev'ry Blaſt. 


They 
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Taey lie below, on golden Beds diſplay'd, 
And genial Feaſts, with regal Pomp, are made. 


The Queen of Furics by their Sides is ſet ; 


820 


And ſnatches from their Mouths th' untaſted Meat. 

Wich, if they touch, her hiſſing Snakes ſhe rears: 

Tofing her Torch, and thund'ring in their Ears. 

Then they, who Brothers better Claim diſown, 

Expel their Parents, and uſurp the Throne; 825 

Defraud their Clients, and to Lucre ſold, 

Sit brooding on unprofitable Gold: 

Who dare not give, and ev'n refuſe to lend 

To their poor Kindred, or a wanting Friend: 

Vaſt is the Throng of theſe ; nor leſs the Train 830 

Of luſtful Youths, for foul Adult'ry ſlain. 

Hoſts of Deſerters, who their Honour ſold, 

And baſely broke their Faith for Bribes of Gold: 

Al! theſe within the Dungeon's Depth remain, 

Deſpairing Pardon, and expecting Pain. 835 

Ask not what Pains; nor farther ſeek to know 

Their Proceſs, or the Forms of Law below, 

Some roll a mighty Stone; ſome laid along, 

And bound with burning Wires, on Spokes of Wheels 
are kung, | 

Unhappy The/eus, doom'd for ever there, 340 

Is fix'd by Fate on his eternal Chair: 


And 


354 SZ APES Ex. VI. 


And wretched Phlegias warns the World with Cries ; 
(Cou'd Warning make the World more zuſt or wiſe, ) 
Learn Righteouſneſs, and dread th' avenging Deities, 
To Tyrants others have their Country ſold, 845 
Impoſing foreign Lords, for foreign Gold: 

Some have old Laws repeal'd, new Statutes made ; 

Nat as the People pleas'd, but as they paid. 

With Inceſt ſome their Daughters Bed profan'd. . 849 
All dar'd the worſt of lils, and what they dar'd, attain'd. 
Had I a hundred Mouths, a hundred Tongues, 

And Throats of Braſs, inſpir'd with iron Lungs, 

I could not half thoſe horrid Crimes repeat: 

Nor half the Puniſhments thoſe Crimes have met. 

But let us haſte our Voyage to purſue ; 855 
The Walls of Pluts's Palace are in view: 

The Gate, and iron Arch above it, ſtands 

On Anvils, labour'd by the C!yc/ops/ Hands. 

Before our farther Way the Fates allow, 

Here muſt we fix on high the golden Bough. 860 
She ſaid, and through the gloomy Shades they paſt, 
And choſe the middle Path ; Arriv'd at laſt, 

The Prince, with living Water, ſprinkled o'er | 
His Limbs, and Body; then approach'd the Door. 
Poſſeſ.'d the Porch, and on the Front above 863 
He fix'd the fatal Bough, requir'd by Plates Love. 
Theſe 


| 
| | 
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And, oa the Green, contend the Wreſtler's Prize. 


The Love of Horſes which they had, alive, 
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Theſe Holy Rites perform'd, they took their Way, 
Where long extended Plains of Pleaſure lay. 

The verdant Fields with thoſe of Heav'n may vye; 
Wich Ather veſted, and a Purple Sky: $70 
The bliſs ful Scats of happy Souls below: 

Stars of their own, and their own Suns they know, 


Their Airy Limbs in Sports they exerciſe, 


Some, in Heroick Verſe, divinely ſing, * Þpg 
Others in artful Meaſures lead the Ring. 

The Thracian Bard, ſurrounded by the reſt, 

There ſtands conſpicuous in his flowing VeR. 

His flying Fingers, and harmonioas Quill, 879 


Strike Seven diftinguiſh'd Notes, and ſev'n at once they fill. 
Here found they Teucer's old Heroick Race; 

Born better Times and happier Years to grace. 
Aaracus and Tus here enjoy 

Perpetual Fame, with him who founded Troy, 

The Chief beheld their Chariots from afar; 885 
Their ſhining Arms, and Courſers train'd to War: 
Their Lances fix'd in Earth, their Steeds around, 


Free from their Harneſs, graze the flow'ry Ground. 


And Care of Chariots, after Death ſurvive, 890 
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Some chearful Souls, were feaſting on the Plain; 

Some did the Song, and ſome the Choir maintain: 

Beneath a Laurel Shade, where mighty Po 

Mounts up to Woods above, and hides his Head below. 

Here Patriots live, who for their Country's Good, 895 

In fighting Fields, were prodigal of Blood ; 

Prieſts of unblemiſh'd Lives here make Abode, 

And Poets worthy their aſpiring God: 

And fearching Wits, of more Mechanick Parts, 

Who prac their Age with new invented Arts. 999 

Thoſe W o, to Worth, their Bounty did extend; 

And thoſe knew that Bounty to commend. 

The Heads of theſe with holy Fillets bound; 

And all their Temples were with Garlands crown'd. 
To theſe the $:4z/ thus her Speech addreſs'd gog 

And firſt, to him ſurrounded by the reſt; 

Tow'ring his Height, d ample was his Breaſt; 

Say happy Souls, divine My/zus fay, 

Where lives 4zchi/es, and where lies our Way 

To find the Hero, for who'e only fake _ 910 

We ſought the dark Abodes, and croſs'd the bitter Lake? 

To chis the ſacred Poet thus reply'd ; 

In no fix'd Place the happy Souls reſide, 


In Groves we live; and lie on moſſy Beds 914 


By Cryſtal Streams, that murmur through the Meads : 
But 
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But paſs yon eaſy Hill, and thence deſcend, 

The Path conducts you to your Journey's End. 

This ſaid, he led them up the Mountain's Brow, 
And ſhews them all the ſhining Fields below; 1 
They wind the Hill, and thro” the bliſsful Meadows go. J 
But old Anchiſes, in a flow'ry Vale, 

Review'd his muſter'd Race ; and took the Tale. 
Thoſe happy Spirits, which ordain'd by Fate, 
For future Being, and new Bodies wait. 924 
With ſtudious Thought obſerv'd th' illuſtrious Throng ; 
In Nature's Order as they paſs'd along. 

Their Names, their Fates, their ConduR, and their Care. 
In peaceful Senates, and ſucceſsful War. 

He, when uta on the Plain appears, 


Meets him with open Arms, and falling Tears. 


oe 
Welcome, he ſaid, the Gods undoubted Race, 
O long expected to my dear Embrace; 
Once more *tis giv'n me to behold your Face! 
The Love, and pious Duty which you pay, 
Have paſs'd the Perils of ſo hard a Way. 935 


*T is true, computing Times, I now believ'd 

The happy Day approach'd; nor are my Hopes deceiv'd. 
What length of Lands, what Oceans have you paſs'd, 
What Storms ſuſtain'd, and on what Shores been caft ? 


How 
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How have I fear'd your Fate! But fear'd it moſt 940 
When Love aſſail'd you, on the Libyan Coaſt. 

To this, the Filial Duty thus replies; 

Your ſacred Ghoſt, before my ſleeping Eyes, 
Appear'd; and often urg'd this painful Enterpriſe. 
After long toſſing on the Tyrrhene Sea, 945 
My Navy rides at Anchor in the Bay. 

But reach your Hand, oh Parent Shade, nor ſhun 

The dear Embraces of your longing Son ! 

He ſaid, and falling Tears his Face bedew ; 

Then thrice, around his Neck, his Arms he threw: 950 
And thrice the flitting Shadow ſlip'd away, 

Like Winds, or empty Dreams that fly the Day. 

Now in a ſecret Vale, the Trojan fees 

A ſeparate Grove, thro' which a gentle Breeze 954 
Plays with a paſſing Breath, and whiſpers thro' the Trees. 
And juſt before the Confines of the Wood, 

The gliding Lethe leads her ſilent Flood. = 

About the Boughs an airy Nation flew, 

Thick as the humming Bees, that hunt the golden Dew; 
In Summer's Heat, on tops of Lilies feed, 960 
And creep within their Bells, to ſuck the balmy Seed. 
The winged Army roams the Field around : 


The Rivers and the Rocks remurmur to the Sound. 


A neas 
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ucas wond'ring ſtood: Then ask'd the Cauſe, 
Which to the Stream the crowding People draws. 965 
Then thus the Sire. The Souls that throng the Flood 
Are thoſe, to whom, by Fate, are other Bodies ow'd: 

In Ler bes Lake they long Oblivica taſte ; 

Of future Life ſecure, forgetful of the Paſt. 

Long has my Soul deſir d this Time, and Place, 90 
To ſet before your Sight your glorious Race. 

That this preſaging Joy may fire your Mind, 

To ſeek the Shores by Deſtiny defign'd. 

O Father, can it be, that Souls ſublime, 

Return to viſit our Terreſtrial Clime ? 975 
And that the gen'rous Mind, releas'd by Death, 

Can covet lazy Limbs, and mortal Breath 

Anchijes then, in order, thus begun 

To clear thoſe Wonders to his Godlike Son. 

Know firſt, that Heav'n, and Earth's compacted Frame, 
And flowing Waters, and the ſtarry Flame, 981 
And both the rad:ant Lights, one cammon Soul 

| Inſpires and feeds, and animates the whole. 

This active Mind infus'd thro? all the Space, 

Unites and mingles with the mighty Maſs. 985 
Hence Men and Beaſts the Breath of Life obtain; 


And Birds of Air, and Monfters of the Main, 
| | Th'Ethe- f 
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Th' Ethereal Vigour is in all the ſame, 

And ev'ry Soul is fill'd with equal Flame: 

As much as earthy Limbs, and groſs allay 990 
Of mortal Members, ſubje& to decay, 

Blunt not the Beams of Heav'n and Edge of Day. 

From this courſe Mixture of terreſtrial Parts, 

Deſire, and Fear, by turns poſſeſs their Hearts: 

And Grief, and Joy : Nor can the groveling Mind, 

In the dark Dungeon of the Limbs confin'd, . 
Aſſert the native Skies; or own its heavenly Kind. 
Nor death itſelf can wholly waſh their Stains : 

But long contracted Filth, ev'n in the Soul remains. 
The Relicks of inveterate Vice they wear: ioc o 
And Spots of Sin obſcene, in ev'ry Face appear: 

For this are various Penances injoin'd ; 

And ſome are hung to bleach, upon the Wind; 

Some plung'd in Waters, others purg'd in Fires, 100 4 
Till all the Dregs are drain'd; and all the Rufl expires ? 
All have their Manes, and thoſe Manes bear : 

The few, ſo cleans'd, to the Abodes repair: 

And breathe, in ample Fields, the ſoft EH] Air. 
Then are they happy, when by length of time 1co9 
The Scurf is worn away, of each committed Crime. 

No Speck is leit, of their habitual Stains ; 


But the pure Ether of the Soul remains. 


But 
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But when a Thouſand rolling Years are paſt, 

(So long their Puniſhments and Penance laſt;) 

Whole Droves of Minds are, by the driving God,) 1015 
Compell'd to drink the deep Lethæan Flood: 

In large forgetful Draughts to ſteep the Cares 

Of their paſt Labours, and their irkſom Years. 

That, unremembring of its former Pain, 

The Soul may ſuffer mortal Fleſh again, 102e2 
Thus having faid ; the Father Spirit leads 

The Prieſteſs and his Son through Swarms of Shades, 
And takes a riſing Ground, from thence to ſee 

The long Proceſſion of his Progeny. 

Survey (purſu'd the Sire) this airy Throng ; 1023 
As, offer'd to the View, they pals along. 

Theſe are th' Lalian Names, which Fate will join 

Vith ours, and graff upon the Trejan Line. 

Obſerve the Youth who firſt appears in Sight; 

And holds the neareſt Station to the Light: 1030 
Already ſeems to ſnuff the vital Air; 

And leans juſt forward, on a ſhining Spear, 

Silvius is he: thy laſt begotten Race; 

Bat firſt in order ſent, to fill thy Place. 

An Alban Name; but mix'd with Dardax Blood: 1035 


Born in the Covert of a ſhady Wood: 


Vo I. II. . Him 
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Him fair Lavinia, thy ſurviving Wife, 

Shall breed in Groves, to lead a ſolitary Life. 

In Alba he ſhall fix his royal Seat: 

And, born a King, a Race of Kings beget. 1049 
Then Procas, Honour of the 7 ian Name, 

Capys, and Numitor, of endleſs Fame. 

And ſecond Silvius after theſe appears; 

Silvius Eneas, for thy Name he bears, 

For Arms and Juſtice equally renown'd: 1045 
Who, late reſtor'd, in Ala ſhall be crown'd. | 
How great they look, how vigorouſly they wield 

Their weighty Lances, and ſuſtain the Shield ! 

But they, who crown'd with Oaken Wreaths appear, 
Shall Gabian Walls, and ſtrong Fidenæ rear; 1950 
Nomentum, Bola, with Pometia found; 

And raiſe Colatian Tow'rs on rocky Ground. 

All theſe ſhall then be Towns of mighty Fame ; 

Tho? now they lie obſcure; and Lands without a Name. 
See Romulus the great, born to reftore TAE 
The Crown that once his injur'd Grandſire wore. 

This Prince, a Prieſteſs of your Blood ſhall bear; 

And like his Sire in Arms he ſhall appear. 

Two rifing Creſts his royal Head adorn ; 

Born from a God, himſelf to Godhead born. 1060 


His 
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His Sire already ſigns him for the Skies, 
And marks the Seat amidſt the Deities. 


Auſpicious Chief! thy Race in Times to come 

Shall ſpread the Conqueſt of imperial Rome. 

Rome whoſe aſcending Tow'rs ſhall Heav'n invade 
Iavolving Earth and Ocean in her Shade. 1c66 
High as the Mother of the Gods in Place; 

And proud, like her, of an immortal Race, 

Then when in Pomp ſhe makes the Phrygian Round; 
With golden Turrets on her Temples crown'd; 1070 
A hundred Gods her ſweeping Train ſupply ; | 
Her Offspring all, and all command the Sky. 
Now fix your Sight, and ftand intent, to ſee 
Your Roman Race, and Julian Progeny. 
The mighty Cæſar waits his vital Hour; 107 
Impatient for the World, and graſps xis promised N 
But next behold the Youth of Form dine 
Ce/ar himſelf, exalted in his Line 
Auguſtus, promis'd oft, and long foretold," 1 | 
Sent to the Realm that Saturn ruf, of; K 
Born to reſtore a better Age of Gold, _*: 25 4 * 


Africk, and {audi Hall his Pow'r obey, . | 2 


He ſhalt extend Ws propagated Sway; ag” . f 
Beyond the golar Year; without the ſtarry Way. 


Q 2 Where 
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Where Atlas turns the rolling Heav'ns around: 1085 
And his broad Shoulders with their Lights are crown d. 
At his fore-ſeen Approach, already quake 

The Caſpian Kingdoms, and Mastian Lake. 

Their Seers behold the Tempeſt from afar ; 

And threatning Oracles denoune the War. 1090 
Nile hears him knocking at his ſev'nfold Gates; 

And ſeeks his hidden Spring, and fears his Nephew Fates. 
Nor Hercules more Lands or Labours knew, 

Nat tho! the brazen-footed Hind he flew ; 

Freed Erymanthus from the foaming Boar, 1095 
And dip'd his Arrows in Lernæan Gore. 

Nor Bacchus, turning from his Indian War, 

By Tigers drawn triumphant in his Car, 

From A:;/4; Top deſcending on the Plains; 

Wich curling Vines around his purple Reins, 1100 
And doubt we yet thro' Dangers to purſue 

The Paths of Honour, and a Crown in view ? 

Bat what's the Man, who from afar appears, 

His Head with Olive crown'd, his Hand a Cenſer bears: 
His hoary Beard, and holy Veſtments bring 1105. 
His loſt Idea back : I know the Roman King. 

He ſhall to peaceful Rome new Laws ordain : 

Call'd from his mean Abode, a Scepter to ſuſtain. 


Him, 
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Him, Tullus next in Dignity ſucceeds ; 
An aQive Prince, and prone to martial Deeds, 1110 
He ſhall his Troops for fighting Fields prepare, 
Diſus'd to Toils, and Triumphs of the War. 
By Dint of Sword his Crown he ſhall increaſe; 
And ſcour his Armour from the Ruſt of Peace. 
Whom Arcs follows, with a fawning Air 1115 
But vain within, and proudly popular. 
Next view the Targuin Kings: Th' avenging Sword 
Of Brutus, juſtly drawn, and Rome reitor'd, 
He firſt renews the Rods, and Ax ſevere ; 
And gives the Conſuls royal Robes to wear. 1120 
Elis Sons, who ſeek the Tyrant to ſuſtain, 
And long for arbitrary Lords again, 
With Ignominy ſcourg'd, in open Sight, 
He dooms to Death deſerv'd; aſſerting Publick Right. 
Unhappy Maa, to break the pious Laws 1125 
Of Nature, pieaving in his Childrens Cauſe ! 
tower the doubtful Fatt is undertood, 
' Tis Love of Honour, aud his Country's Good: 
The Conſul, not the Father, ſheds the Blood, 
Leuold Forguatus the fame Track puriue; 1139 
ad next, the two devoted. Decii view. 
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The Pair you ſee in equal Armour ſhine; 

(Now, Friends below, in cloſe Embraces join: 1135 
Bot when they leave the ſhady Realms of Night, 

And, cloth'd in Bodies, breathe your upper Light,) 
Wich mortal Heat each other ſhall purſue : 

What Wars, what Wounds, what Slaughter ſhall enſue 
From Alpine Heights the Father firſt deſcends; 1140 
His Daughter's Huſband in the Plain attends: 

His Daughter's Huſband arms his Eaſtern Friends. 
Embrace again, my Sons, be Foes no more: 

Nor ſtain your Country with her Childrens Gore. 

And chou, the firſt, lay down thy lawleſs Claim; 1145. 
Thou, of my blood, who bear'ſt the Jalian Name. 
Arother comes, who ſhall ia Triumph ride; 

And to the Capitol his Chariot Guide; 

From conquer'd Corinth, rich with Grecian Spoils. 

And yet another, fam'd for warlike Toils, 1150 
On Argos ſhall impoſe the Roman Laus: 

And, on the Greets, revenge the Traian Cauſe: 

Shall drag in Chains their {ch:/izan Race; 

Shall vindicate his Anceſlors Diſgrace: 

And Pallas, for her violated Place. 1155 
Great Cato there, for Gravity renown'd, 


And conqu'ring C goes with Laurels crown'd. 


Who 


Who can omit the GCraccſi, who declare 

The Scipio's Worth, thoſe Thunderbolts of War, 

The double Bane of Carthage? Who can ſee, 1160 
Without Eſteem for virtuous Poverty, 

Severe Fabrit:us, or can ceaſe Vadmiie 

The Ploughman Conſul in his coarſe Attire! 

Tir'd as I am, my Praiſe the Fabi claim ; 

And thou great Hero, greateſt of thy Name; 115 
Ordain'd in War to ſave the ſinking State, 

And, by Delays, to put a Stop to Fate ! 

Let others better mould the running Maſs l 
Ok Metals, and inform the breathing Braſs ; 

And ſoften into Fleſh a mai ble Face: 1 
Plead better at the Bar; deſcribe the Skies, 

And when the Stars deſcend, and when they riſe. 
But, Rome, 'tis thine alone with awful Sway, 

To rule Mankind; and make the World obey ; 1174 
Diſpoſing Peace, and War, thy own majeſtic Way. 

Fo tame the Proud, the fetter'd Slave to [ree z | 
Theſe are imperial Arts, and worthy thee. 
He paus'd: And while with wond'ting Eyes they view'd 
The paſſing Spirits, thus his Speech renew'd. 

See great Marcellus ho , ntu'd in Toils, 1130 


He moves with manly Grace, how rich with regal Spoils! 


He; 
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He, when kis Country (threaten'd with Alarms) 

Requires his Courage, and his conqu'ring Arms, 

Shall more than once the Punic Bands affright ; 

Shall kill the Gau King in ſingle Fight; 118 

Then, to the Capitol in Triumph move, 

And the third Spoils ſhall grace Feretrian Jove. 

Zutat, here, beheld of Form Divine 

A Godlike Vouth, in glitt'ring Armour ſhine: 

With great Marcellus keeping equal pace; 1190 

But gloomy were his Eyes, dejected was hi Face. 

He ſaw, and, wond' ring, aſk'd bis airy Guide, 

What, and of whence was he, who preſs'd the Hero's ſide ? 

Hts Son, or one of his illuſtrious Name, 

How lixe the former, and almoſt the ſame : 1195 

Obſerve the Crowds that compaſs him around: 

All gaze, and all admire, and raife a ſhouting Sound: 

But hov'ring Miſts around his Brows are ſpread, 

And Night, with fable Shades, involves his Head, 

Seek not to know (the Ghoſt reply d with Tears) 12C9 

The Sorrows of thy Sons, in future Years, 

This Youth (the bliſsful Viſton of a Day) 

Shall juſt be ſhown on Earth, and ſnatch'd away. 

The Gods too high had rais'd the Reman State; 

Were but their Gifts as permanent as great. 1203 
Wnat 
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What Grones of Men ſhall fill the Martian Field! 

How fierce a Blaze his flaming Pile ſhall yield ! 

What Fun'ral Pomp ſhall floating Jer ſee, 

When, riſing from his Bed, he views che ſad Solemnity! 
No Youth hall equal Hopes of Glory g ive: 1210 
No Youth afford ſo great a Cauſe to orieve, 

The Trojan Honour, and the Reman Boalt ; 

Admir'd when living, and ador'd when loſt! 

Mirror of ancient Faith in early Youth ! 

Undaunted Worth, inviolable Truth! 1215 
No Foe unpuniſh'd in the fighting Field, 

Shall dare thee Foot to Foot, with Sword and Shield, 
Much leſs, in Arms, oppoſe thy matchleſs Force, 
When thy ſharp Spurs ſhall urge thy foaming Horſe, 
Ah, cou'd{t thou break through Fate's ſevere Decree, 
A new Marcellus ſhall ariſe in thee 1221 
Full Caniſters of fragrant Lilies bring, 

XIix'd with the purple Roſes of the Spring: 

Let me with Fur'ral Flow'rs his Lody ſtrow, 

This Gift which Parents to their Children owe, 1223 
This unavailing Gift, at leaſt I may befleiy ! 

Thus having ſaid, He led the Hero round 

The Conſines of the bleit E, Ground, 


Which, when Ac hies to his Son had ſhown, 1220 


And fir'd his Mind to mount the promisd Throne, 
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He tells the future Wars, ordain'd by Fate; 

The Strength and Cuſtoms of the Latian State: 
The Prince, and People: And fore-arms his Care 
With Rules, to puſh his Fortune, or to bear. 


Two Gates the ſilent Houſe of Sleep adorn ; 12 


— 4 
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Of poliſt'd Iv'ry this, that of tranſparent Horn; 
True Viſions thro” tranſparent Horn ariſe ; 

Thro' poliſſi d lv'ry paſs deluding Lies. 

Of various things diſcourſing 3s he paſs d, 

Ancbiſes hither bends his Steps at laſt. 1240 
Then, through the Gate of Iv'ry, he diſmiſs'd 

His valiant Offspring, and divining Gueſt. 

Straight to the Ships Zneas took his Way; 
Embark'd his Men, and ſkim'd along the Sea: 

Still Coaſting, till he gain'd Cajeta's Bay. 1245 
At length on Oozy Ground his Gallies moor: 

Their Heads are turn'd to Sea, their Sterns to Shore, 


The End of the Second Volume. 
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